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PREFACE. 



With many misgivings, this little Volume is 
now presented, not so much to the public as to 
the friends who have prevailed on me to publish 
it. Written hurriedly amid the exacting duties 
of College life, it can scarcely be free from faults 
and imperfections. Poetry has been to me more 
a love than a study. When I have thought that 
its spirit might have been stirring within me, in 
the woods, by the stream, in the lecture-room, or 
elsewhere, I have there pencilled the fancy in my 
memorandum; and in this way, my bantUng has 
sprung into existence. I would, therefore, say to 
the reader, — 

"Don't view me with a critic's eye, 
But pass my imperfections by.'' 

Many of the minor pieces in this collection 
have been published before. Some of them reap- 
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pear in a somewhat altered dress. This is done^ 
because I think the change an improvement. 

To Prof. E. L. Patton— a poet and ripe scholar 
—who has kindly and encouragingly reviewed 
my MSS., I tender my grateful acknowledgments- 
I am indebted, too, in various ways, to other 
friends, who will now accept my thanks. 

Some one has said, "Give me the making of a 
nation's ballads, and I care not who makes the 
laws." I am aware that the true home of the 
poet is in the heart of the people; and to their 
decision I now submit the first offering of my 
muse. Willie. 
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OR, THE SPIRIT OF THE BEAUTIFUL. 



An eaglets feather ^ found among the mountains^ and presented to Undine, 



Along a vast and lofty mountain's base, 
The home of shadows and the grave of light, 
Where low, sweet winds, that journeyed from afar, 
Over the seas, and over flowery fields. 
Bearing upon their bosoms ripe perfumes, 
Had come to hush their moan — a youthful bard 
Wandered, and in his spirit drank the spell 
Of harmony, of beauty and of light. 
Hung o'er the face of nature like a vail. 
He had looked on the universe, and felt 
That from its many moss-inwoven founts 
A stream of deep mysterious spirit-life 
Gushed on his being. Solitude and home. 
Tempest and calm, the darkness and the light. 
Are words which had for him a kindred sense; 
They went into his spirit, like the sound 
Of ocean murmurs in the moaning shell — 
Low music whispering as the evening winds. 
2 
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10 COLLEGE POEMS. 

Fair forms — too fair for mortal eyes to see ! — 
Had floated on the visions of his mind, 
Like moonlit clouds upon the silver air; — 
High visions, too ethereally endowed 
With rapture not to burn the human soul 
Which they illumine. Hence, upon his heart 
The blight of years fell ere his youth was gone ! 
As, lost in thought, he stood amid the vast 
Montanic solitude, the emptiness 
Of these aspiring dreams made sick his heart: 
He felt that he had wandered far beyond 
His own dark sphere of being, into one 
Too high and pure for human feet to tread j 
As if an eagle, bold and strong, had left 
The earth, to bathe his plumage in the sun : 
Or some bright bird, as weak as beautiful, 
Had flown above to dwell within the light 
And fierceness of a comet. Joy and wo — 
The common lot of mortals — fortune's smile . 
And fortune's frown — ^to him were all the same; 
His bliss and pain were higher. He communed. 
Not with the dust, but with the stars, and called 
The sun his elder brother, and the moon 
His virgin bride. He tuned his graceful harp, 
And sang of wild, and strange, and beautiful — 
Themes never known before, songs never sung — 
And filled the ^ air with hallowed melodies 
Luscinian. But they fell upon his ear 
Like tales too oft repeated. He had been 
A worshipper, from those first early years 
When reason wakes — ^the informer of the mind — 
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OCMULGEE. 11 

And walks among its chambers, peopling it 
With forms of ever-varying symmetry. 
But o'er his Mecca rose a lustrous star 
That lured his feet beyond the sacred shrine. 
Full many a haunt of childhood, hid in years 
But deeper hid in visions, brought the faint 
'But beautiful creations of his youth 
Before his soul again. The past to him 
Was as a mountain spring, with silver rains 
Fed from the clouds, and pouring on its streams 
Of purity, exhaustless. But his youth, 
Alas ! had blossomed fruitless. He had loved — 
Oh, listen, all ye living things ! ye worlds ! 
Ye marble spheres, that look so coldly down. 
Reproachfully entreating us to leave 
The harlot charms of passion, and exhaust 
The fulness of our spiritual being on 
Some wild phantasma of the soul run mad! — 
This youthful bard with love had burned for one — 
A creature of the fancy, not of sense, 
Fairer than she who pruned a paradise. 
His was a love as deep as dangerous. 
The source of worship rather than desire. 
It filled the soul, as sunlight fills the earth. 
And raised* it, like a meteor on the wind. 
To blaze, to stream, to threaten, then explode. 
But still his earthly sympathies would cling 
Around his very being. As perfume. 
Which morning winds have stolen from the flowers, 
When they have floated on their viewless wings. 
Return again unto their sister odours : 
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So he, when he had soared on buoyant wing 

As far as fancy ever takes her flight, 

Through spheres of wild and wonderful delight, 

Pining again for earth and earthly love. 

Returned to dwell in one warm woman's heart, 

And kneel at human beauty's luring shrine. 

The Spirit of the Beautiful would woo 

His soul and win it; and the universe 

Was then too small to girdle and contain 

His glorious expansiveness of being. 

But there are heights to which the human soul 

Should ne'er aspire ! — one draught, alas ! and earth 

Can never satisfy the thirst again^ . 

We wander through a desert, whose parched sands 

Goad thirst into insanity, without 

One green oasis with its cooling spring 

To slake the burning fevers of the brain. 

So the young poet, struggling in his mind 
Between his human and ideal love. 
Bent, as a willow shaken in the storm ; 
The blasts of passion shook him as a leaf 
When summer winds assail the forest king, 
And wrestle with his branches. He went on, 
Scarce knowing whither, from the gloomy depths 
Of valleys- clad in pine, to deeper shades. 
Where Night is sovereign even at broad noon, 
And, far above, the jutting crags look out 
Upon the hazy distance, as if they 
Had caught some image in eternity 
To lure his vision. O'er his heated soul ^ 
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Came weird enchantment. In these mystic dells, 

These awful solitudes where silence praised 

The untempled Spirit of the Universe, 

That struggle ceased. His human love waxed pale, 

Even as the morn-star melting in the day; 

And from the lips of thunder, from the eye 

Of lightning, from the rosy-blushing cheek 

Of sunset clouds; yea, from the globe itself, 

And all that peoples space with creatures bright 

As those inhabiting the land of dreams ; — 

A spirit came, as beautiful as light. 

And wandered through the islands fortunate 

Of that bright world — his soul. On every flower 

She left her glowing kisses. On her «teps 

The Graces and the Hours, attending, smiled. 

As Dian smiles, when, up the suminer skies 

Ascending, she o'er earth her mantle throws 

Of pearly light. Within her snowy hand 

She bore a harp, and touched its silver chords 

With skilful fingers; whence his soul was filled 

With echoes of divinest symphony. 

Her form was grace; her soul was in her eye. 

And heaven in every gesture. Wondrously 

His vision ranged o'er hill and eyried crag; 

And forms of gloomy grandeur rose and fell 

Like tides upon the ocean of his mind. 

Then, softly as a woman's eye in love. 

His spirit caught the unuttered harmony 

Of gentler scenes — of noiseless brooks and flowers, 

Like modesty retiring from the gaze. 

He wandered on, a silent worshipper 

2* 
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In that vast temple : and his soul was filled 

With visions, as the evening zephyrs fill 

The woods with all-reviving rural hymns. 

The past departed from his memory — 

The present from his consciousness — ^from hope 

The future fled. His being was abi^rbed — 

Imagination lost — soul set ablaze — 

Tongue speechless, in enchantment's wizard spell. 

He wandered on : when, 'mong the hoary rocks 

Him overhanging from the beetling cliffs. 

Beside a pine that stood above and looked 

Far into ether,— one as beautiful — 

More beautiful than aught he ever dreamed. 

Stood, with her robes and tresses streaming down, 

Even as a golden cascade mixed with silver 

Would leap its crag, and boil up at its base 

In snowy spray. The last soft light of day 

Was melting on her cheeks, like blushes seen 

Upon Aurora's face; and her blue eyes. 

That emulated Heaven's azure vail 

Far-floating o'er the face of Deity, 

Were wooing Hesper as he led his flock 

Of fleecy stars through Heaven's pastures green. 

And by still waters, — Loveliness itself! 

A bright creation, glorious as the star 

On which she gazed ! 

All eye, all eagerness. 
Above the young bard flew from cliff to cliff. 
And grappled with projecting roots to help 
His flight to her embraces. She was gone ! 
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His soul* was crushed, even as a mountain rock, 
When tumbled down, would bruise the gentle flower 
Within the valley. Colourless Despair, 
And haggard Anguish, brooded o'er his soul 
With Stygian wings. Wild as the deer's when struck 
By the swift shaft sped from the hunter's bow, 
His eyes glowed, lit with fire. He changed, as if 
His form had vanished, and some hapless ghost 
Of outer darkness had usurped its place. 
He trembled, and he fell ! when, lo ! again 
The Spirit stood beside the hoary pine, 
Invisible to him, and said : — " Arise ! 
And go with me, and I will show thee all 
The beautiful and holy forms which haunt 
Thy inner being." He arose and went. 
Unseen, she took him by the hand, and forth 
She led his footsteps from the shaggy peak. 
They travelled over earth, and heard the groans 
Of dying millions echoed far along 
The battle-field of ages ; and they saw 
The sightless eyes of nations turned upon 
The sun, whose brightest ray could never pierce 
Their clouded orbs. He stood upon the bank 
Of sweeping rivers, and upon the crest 
Of lofty mountains; and his blistered feet 
Burnt in the fiery desert's glowing sands. 
Upon the ocean wave he sailed, and far 
Gazed over her illimitable fields. 
And into ether; and his spirit caught 
The glorious freedom of the boundless scene; — 
But her eternal groan, as if it came 
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From the unvailed Golgotha in her depths — 

A wail of anguish, of remorse, the cry 

Of sin and shame; and that sad haggard look, 

Which made her countenance a bodied wo — 

The tell-tale of a grief in secret nursed. 

Too dark and dreadful for the open day; — 

That pallid look and never-dying groan 

Gnawed like a worm upon his heart, and woke 

Its dim presentiments of coming ruin. 

He stood upon the beetling crags of Alps, 

And sported with the wild gazelle; and hung 

Along the heights of Andes, and beheld 

The condor ride upon the tempest's wings. 

He stood beside the Ganges, and he saw 

The dusky Hindoo feed his river-god 

With human victims. Thence on many a shore 

He visited the deadly battle-fields 

Where ancient heroes have acquired renown : 

And saw the fiery Mars, with threatening spear 

And brandished sword high lifted in the air. 

Attack the nations, and, with sudden wound. 

Inflicted on them, heard their dying shriek; 

While Death triumphant rode, and scattered wide 

Plague, famine, pestilence, o'er half the earth. 

He travelled over Egypt, and he saw 

Her pyramids, and obelisks, and tombs; 

Saw Memphis, and the hundred-gated Thebes, 

And heard the statue of the Memnian king 

Emit its music as the sun arose. 

There Art, with marble finger, pointed to 

The ruins of her ancient reign along 
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The kingly Nile — a tear-drop in her eye, 
That gazed beseechingly upon the West. 
Then Greece — oh, dear and venerated Greece ! 
Bright land of genius ! over thee he went. 
And caught the numbers of great Homer's lyre, 
Singing thy sons to glory ! Athens stood 
Like a pale mourner o'er her lover's tomb, 
Breaking her heart with sorrow. He saw Eome, 
A mouldering corpse among the ruins of 
Her pristine greatness, with one withered hand 
Resting on Caesar's statue, crumbling down, — 
The other o'er the Coliseum flung, 
As o'er her breast; her eyes were fixed in death, 
And looked as though her last sad gaze had been 
Upon -the froz^ summits of the Alps, 
Than which a higher had been her ambition. 
There, from the Forum graceful eloquence — 
Art from the tombs of Rome's imperial dead — 
And enterprise from many a mouldering arch 
Triumphal — looked with sad and streaming eyes 
Upon their patroness, and seemed to throw 
A wilted wreath of flowers o'er her bier. 
He went to sunny Florence — ^yes ! and there 
He saw the quarried marble breathe beneath 
Columbian chisels, and he heard it speak 
A J^hidian language. From the painter's brush. 
Dipt in the hues of Heaven, the life-like tints 
Caught his charmed spirit in the gossamer web * 
Of rich, infinite fancies. By the shore, 
A bark of silver frame and Tyrian sail 
Rode gracefully at moorings on the gulf. 
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The Spirit brought him here, rapt in his spell, 
And launched with him upon the moonlit sea: 
And fairy oarsmen rowed them to the sound 
Of wizard lutes and ever-varying pipes, 
Heard soft and low upon the peaceful waves. 

And now the Spirit asked him if his heart 
Was satiated — if his thirsting soul 
Had found its pure and never-failing fount? 
"Alas!" he cried, "my feet are blistered now 
With wandering over every land and sea; 
My flesh is weary, and my bones are faint, 
In search of thee, thou clear, mysterious voice ! 
But, search in vain ! I hear thy silver voice. 
And feel thy gentle, hand soft-prest in mine. 
Like unseen thoughts within a folded book; 
But when I open, like a prisoned bird 
It flies away. Oh ! when and where may I 
Behold again those bright angelic charms 
Which thrilled me in the valley of the crag?" 

SPIRIT. 

"And does thy soul still yearn for more of light?" 

POET. 

"A void is gaping in my hungry breast. 
Which all the beauty of the world can't fill. 
As some sweet dream of earlier, brighter days, 
That, like a swan upon a summer lake. 
Swims through the fancy, I remember now 
The sunny glory of my native shore. 
And I remember, on the self-same eve 
When thou my youthful footsteps didst entice 
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To roam the earth, another spirit called 
Me back again; — or is it but a dream, 
Too bright to ever visit me again?" 

SPIRIT. 

" Oh ! canst thou pine for earthly charms again ? 
Too happy thou, above all other clay ! ^ 

Have I not fed thee on ambrosial food. 
And all the manna of the wilderness? 
Yet now thou longest for flesh-pots ! " 

POET. 

"Call it not 
Unholy thus to feel ! I anl a man. 
And needs must love my kind, or be a villain. 
Alas ! art thou so selfish thus to ask 
My all of worship at thy wandering shrine; 
Yet cruel to deny the grace which prayer, 
Praise, and unwavering devotion grant?'' 

SPIRIT. 

" Unwavering devotion ! " 

POET. 

" Yes ! for years 
Perhaps, my highland lassie has been stung 
With grief that I have yielded to thy spell." 

SPIRIT. 

"Unwavering devotion! Now thy soul, 
Unfaithful too, discarding me for one 
Of common mould!" 

POET. 

" Will not the heart that's pure 
Speak a pure language ? Will not love exalt 
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The soul that loves? Have I in aught before 
Appeared untrue? Oh! let my former truth 
Argue me faithful still ! But, by this love — 
And, oh ! believe it pure ! — I hear a voice. 
As through a trumpet, call me home again." 

SPIRIT. 

*^ Go, then, and fare thee well ! " 

POET. 

" Oh, leave me not ! 
Have not the noblest poets in the world 
Loved thee and woman both?" 

SPIRIT. 

" No more ! Adieu ! 
Until we meet again." 

Wild o'er the sea 
The fierce winds dashed the waves on high ; and dark 
The swift- winged clouds obscured the silver moon ; 
And soon the forked lightning smote the deep. 
And thunder shook high heaven. The mystic bark 
Drove on, careering through the whirling storm. 
Night, like despair upon a ruined soul. 
Sat on the waters, and beneath her wings 
Outspread, collected all their hollow moans. 
The poet felt as if above his heart 
A dagger hung, suspended by a hair. 
Aurora came in middle of the night, 
And frowned upon the sea; then haggard day. 
Like a wild maniac wearing on through life, • 
Went frantic o'er the world. The evening came, 
^Like^a sad dove unto her plundered nest. 
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And then returned again. The spent clouds flew 

Before the whistling wind, and the soft moon 

Swam like a dolphin through the snowy foam. 

The ocean's murmured music woke the dance 

Of revelling fancies in the poet's mind. 

Like a bright rainbow forming on the cloud, 

Fond memories of the beauty of the world 

Collected o'er the darkness of his soul. 

And made it lovely. Elfin music came. 

And fairy oarsmen rowed again his bark. 

Ocmulgee came; he felt and heard, but failed 

To see her guardian presence, for the charm. 

Soft o'er the waves the vessel bore him on 

Unto a sea-shore which would rival one 

Of the Hesperides — all fruits and flowers; 

Shell-decked, with twin vines running here and there 

Over the numerous cedars of the beach ; 

And tranquil zephyrs, bringing on their wings 

The luscious heart of many a wild-flower, pighed, 

Unconscious, in perfume. Magnolia trees. 

Scattered along the blooming wilderness. 

Waved stately in the breeze, and sent abroad, 

Like a good woman's love, in neighbouring hearts. 

Their murmuring hymns of Doric melody. 

The stars shone out : and the pure, peaceful moon 

Bent o'er the earth, like some fond mother o'er 

Her crying infant lulled asleep. Rich wilds. 

Sacred agiainst the cultor's busy hand. 

Bloomed like an Eden. Many a rose-lipped shell 

Told the soft tale of ocean to the winds, 

And they repeated to the woods and streams. 
3 
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The Spirit now, with modest homely airs 

Attending on the poet, led him through 

These glorious realms. Whate'er is pure, and good, 

And lovely, met his gaze : Utopian scenes 

Breathed on his soul ambrosia, such as fed 

The ancient gods. A vision stood before 

His mind, enchanted. Marble pillars rose, 

Hewn into statues, far along the shore; 

And a wide archway, like a rainbow, spanned 

The studded sky : a temple great and vast. 

Inscribed with '' Freedom ! " Every where strong men 

Had rolled their sleeves at work. The busy hum 

Of millions, carrying brick and mortar, charmed 

His soul with music. Pillars along the east. 

Breathing beneath the sculptor's artful hand. 

Assumed the lineaments of those who wore. 

In other days, the forms of gods — not men. 

Far South and West the men were propping up 

The massive dome, and planting trees to shade 

The indwelling goddess from the evening sun. 

She reigned within, and scattered far and wide 

The ample blessings of her queenly reign. 

She called her sons to glory, and they went. 

She called the serf of long down-trodden realms. 

And, if he came not, sent a messenger 

To hedge his pathway hither with summer flowers. 

Her troubled pools healed every dire disease; 

Her countenance shone like the evening star. 

Robing the twilight in ^ lustrous peace. 

Oh ! who can name her charms, nor feel the power 

Of more than earthly beauty? Eyes of light. 
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And cheeks that steal the rose's hues, and tongue 

That drops with honey at each passing word ! 

The poet saw, and wondered; saw again, 

And wondered more, the more his eyes beheld. 

He thought how far below this vision bright 

Was all he ever thought or felt before ; 

And, in that thought, he could but gaze, and gaze, 

On the wide glory spread before his eyes. 

Still, weird enchantment fastened on his mind, 

Peopled with visions, as he walked among 

These mighty evidences of a race 

Of demigods, and princes of the soul. 

The Spirit took him by the hand, and led 

His moon-lit journey o'er luxuriant plains. 

And brought him to the mountains. There he saw 

Bold cliffs ascend aloft and kiss the sky. 

And snowy vapours creeping up the base. 

Like grief that sometimes comes upon the soul 

And clothes it in more heavenly loveliness. 

Silence was reigning, save the night-breeze blew 

Among the sleeping leaves, and woke a hymn 

Of faint, exquisite music. Heart-felt peace — 

Not the mere absence of externalpain — 

An inward sense of uncreated joy, 

A balm, a healing odour — filled the soul 

Of the young poet. Memory's palace gate 

Was opened — forms of wondrous symmetry 

Walked in, and revelled in the flying dance 

To choral numbers; while the sober queen. 

Like a young virgin gazing on the moon. 

Retiring, saw dim in the hazy past 
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. A seraph form, the idol of his soul. 
He longed to go, but could not break the spell 
In which the Spirit bound him. Sorrowing now, 
Now swimming in a crystal sea of bliss, 
She led him on unto a waterfall — 
Bright Suckling ! such as laugh along thy stream — 
Where o'er the rocks a water-spirit shook 
Her silver tide of tresses ; and around. 
The violets, and the daisies, and the fern. 
Grew lovelier for her wealth of summer smiles.- 
Here on his heart Ocmulgee's accents fell 
In whispered words of peace. 

SPIRIT. 

"Go now, and wed 
The Love of early years ! I know thy heart ; 
Its yearning will be answered. Go, and keep 
Thy spirit pure and bright." 

POET. 

" Oh ! pardon me. 
Mysterious guardian, ere I leave thee now. 
When o'er the seas I called thee selfish, cruel, 
My tortured heart was wrung with grief and fear." 

SPIRIT. 

" I blame thee not ; nay, fought thee but to try 
Thy weapon's strength. Be generous to thy bride, 
As I have been to thee, -and I will be 
Thy guardian still. Thou lovest me in her : 
Oh ! never let the allurements of the world. 
Nor love of pelf, nor wild ambition's weeds. 
Choke the free growth of young affection's bloom ! 
Love is a tender flower of the soul. 
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And kind attentions are warm vernal showers 
That nurse its beauty; while neglect is like 
The April frost — it withers all the spring. 
Be good, and true, and kind, and merciful ; 
Mark out a pathway to exalted fame. 
Yet give to God the glory; then a peace, 
Sweeter than earth's gay pleasures, will be thine." 

POET. 

"How may I know that thou art ever near?" 

SPIRIT. 

" By faith in goodness, beauty, truth, and God ; 

In freedom, patriotism, domestic love; 

By all that's good for man to have or be. 

Such is thy country, such thy mountain home; 

Go, love the one, and venerate the other! 

Thy country is thy cradle : it has nursed • 

Thy growing genius — it has plumed thy mind 

To shame the eagle in its trackless flight ; 

Remember her heroic dead, and be 

The worthy son of worthiest Washington ! 

Build up her future — build it to the stars! 

Thy home has been .thy cradle : it has nursed 

Thine infant spirit, leaping into life ; 

There, many a long and weary winter night. 

When other eyes were shut, thy mother's form, 

Wistful, has stooped above thine aching couch. 

And filled thy cradle with a thousand blessings. 

Thou wast a violet — she a friendly cliff*. 

Protecting thee from chilly rain and frost ; 

Yet on her heart the worm already had. 

Hungering, begun to feed ; she gave her health, 

3* 
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Her rosy countenance of maternal beauty — 
But for the strength of woman's holy love, 
Had given her life — that thou might'st live to be 
A blessing now, a lustre yet to be 
Unto thy country. Oh! remember her 
.With deep, exhaustless, reverential love; 
And let thy gratitude be a potent charm 
To shield thy bride from evil ! " 

POET. 

" Spirit unseen ! 
My heart feels all thy teachings, and I thank thee. 
But grief may come behind misfortune's mask; 
And chilling winds may wilt the gentle rose 
That blossoms by my side. Woman is best 
Nourished amid the sunshine and the dew." 

• SPIRIT. 

" Knowest not, the storm that rends the mighty oak 
Is harmless to the willow? There is bom 
Of love a power in woman's earnest heart. 
That smiles at grief, misfortune, danger, death. 
When in thy mind the thorny cares of earth 
Shall root, and fester, then thy gentle bride 
Will pour the balm of kindliest sympathy 
In all thy wounds, and heal thy broken spirit. 
But be a husband — she will be a wife; 
Preserve thine own heart pure, and she will keep 
Thy household ever radiant with delight. 
Woman is best known in adversity: 
'Tis there her virtues, like the summer sun. 
Peep round the clouds, and fringe them all in gold. 
Go, now, unto thy country and thy home! 
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They are my temple, pure and glorious, 
Where I erect mine altar. Thou hast seen 
The beauty of the world ; but here alone 
Thy longing eyes have seen my mystic mien ; 
Go, make thy life all brightness ; and thy death, 
As sets the sun in banks of summer clouds. 
Will draw a crowd of mourners round thy tomb, 
Honoured by all the nation. Fare thee well ! < 
Remember me, and Til remember thee; 
Farewell ! " 

The voice departed, and the charm 
Fell from his eyelids, and from every sense; 
The visions vanished from his teeming mind, 
And hill and peak shut in his ravished gaze. 
As, when gray midnight sits above the world. 
And Cynthia* with her flock of fleecy stars 
Roams o'er supernal pastures, one who loves 
To go abroad, and meditate alone 
Upon the works of nature, and to read 
The hieroglyphs inscribed upon his soul 
By God's own finger, full of light and strength- 
Returns unto his chamber: so the bard 
From weird enchantment — which had led him on 
To see the wide earth's beauty — well informed 
With patriotic fires, and liberty. 
And pure domestic love, returned to be 
An inmate in his quiet home again. 
And wed the gentle charmer of his youth. 
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A FAIRY TAIE FOR IILIIA. 



I. 

Midnight, softly reigning o'er 
Greenville, hears the showery roai 
Of the breezes as they bring 
Music, nestled on their wing; — 
Hears the waters as they go 
O'er the rugged rocks below — 
Charming all the air around 
With a wild, ecstatic sound ; — 
Hears the slowly tolling bell 
Knoll the parted day's farewell, 
As it flies on eagle wings 
To the unremembered things, 
Which no vision of the past 
Again can o'er the spirit cast. 
Midnight sees the purple stream 
Wandering on, as in a dream — 
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Feeling here and there the shock 
Of some noisy, stubborn rock ; 
Sees the faint, exquisite spell 
Painted by the moon so well 
On the mountain, dale, and tower. 
At her witching zenith hour. 
When with purely vestal light 
She adorns the gray old night. 

II. 

Hushed in silent slumber deep. 
All the village sweetly sleep ; 
Care, which haunted through the day. 
Has taken wings and flown away. 
Weary frames are still; but mind — 
Which nor sleep nor death can bind — 
Flies on downy pinions o'er 
Many a dream-enchanted shore. 

III. 

Lo ! in yonder little cave — 

Smaller than an infant's grave — 

Where the murmuring falls prolong 

Mimic echo's gleesome song. 

And the tiny spray-drops beat 

Elfin music with their feet, — 

Fairies, " tripping as they go 

On the light fantastic toe !" 

See, how many a circling chain — 

Wound, drawn out, and wound again — 
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They are forming as they fly 
In then: midnight revelry ! 
Hark ! what delicate music springs 
From the pipes which they have made 
Of the tiny feathers^ shed 
From the fire-fly's silken wings ! 
Hark ! the lovely sounds which swell 
From the fluted stalk of grass, 
O'er the intervening dell 
Breathing sweetness as they pass ! 

IV. 

Now the dance is ended : all 
Leave their phosphor-lighted hall, — 
Some in pairs, to seek the rose 
For the morning's sweet repose, 
In the cottage yards where they 
Hide and peep the live-long day; — 
Others promenade along 
Forest boughs, to hear the song 
Of the Katydid, rehearsed 
With a native skill, unversed; — 
Others to the mill repair. 
Making hapless mischief there; 
Romping in the snowy flower 
Till the early morning hour; 
Then away, in dread affright. 
Scampering from the rosy light, 
Make the Western shadows gray 
With the flower they shake away. 
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V. 

Ere they leave their revel hall, 
Elf, hobgoblin, fay and all 
Plan the mischief they will bring 
When the night, on raven wing. 
Broods above the earth again. 
In their merry-making train. 

VI. 

In the little elfin state, 
As it is among the great, 
A little power — a day of rule — 
Makes the pigmy lord a fool. 
Since flattery swells the giddy head 
Of vanity but poorly bred, — 
All power in the tyrant's eye 
Is dropt down on him from the sky. 
That he may puff and blow about, 
And work each free-bom virtue out, 
Unless, forsooth, it coincide 
With the mean dictates of his pride. 
By the hope which nerves the free 
In the strife of liberty; 
By the lightning in his eye. 
When Henry cried, "-Be/ree, or dieT^ 
By the sense of cruelty. 
And the hate of tyranny; — 
Oh ! pursue, with bitter shame 
And loathing, such a monster's ^name! 
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vn. 

Such a vile, usurping thing 
Was the little fairy king : 
He sought to make his daughter smile 
On the low slave who to his will 

Bent the supple knee; 
Bright princess of a royal line! 
Exile or slavery must be thine — 

Chains seek to fetter thee ! 

VIII. 

Far among the northern fields 
Of ice and snow, prince Bearbeard wields 
His mighty sceptre, ruling far 
And wide beneath the polar star. 
Great prince ! Upon his regal state 
The ministers of each fay-prince wait, 
Inferior to no elf beside 
The king in all his pomp and pride. 
He loves, yet, so unwieldy is. 
Turns o'er the bowl that holds his bliss. 

IX. 

Far among Pacific isles. 
Where the vernal goddess smiles 
Brightly o'er the eternal spring, 
And the fire-fly's flapping wing 
Shakes the gold-light from its breast — 
Dwells 'the fay-prince of the West. 
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Small his realm, and weak the band 
Whose gleaming spears protect the land ; 
But princes there in head and heart 
With the prince-poet dwell apart; 
Not Athens, in her palmiest days. 
Was worthier of undying praise. 
He sighs — and if his sigh is heard, 
' T will char^m a golden-plumaged bird. 

X. 

Sol has sunk again to rest 
In the warjn and glowing west; 
And his arrows, as they fly. 
Flame along the blushing sky, 
Slowly losing all their fire, 
Till in Zenith they expire. 
Twilight shadows softly creep 
Over Greenville, like the sleep 
Sometimes coming deep, intense, 
Over wearied soul and sense ; 
And the spectral moon dismisses 
All her pallid care, and kisses 
Vale and mountain with the light 
Of a luscious summer night. 
Happy, happy, they who feel 
O'er their kindling spirits steal 
Half the beauty, half the power. 
Of this all-bewitching hour. * 
Hence ! ye earthly sorrows ! hence ! 
Vain deluding joys of sense! 
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Let my opening raptures' rise 
To the bright glories of the skies ! 
Unnumbered worlds that peaceful shine 

On the vain turmoil of the earth ! 
Is not each star a holy shrine 

Where faith in love's blest power has birth ? 
Go ! banish dollars and renown — 

See what a'Vision from afar ! 
Night lets her azure curtain down, 

And pins it with a silver star. * 
Sublime above vast systems roll 
Harmonious rounds from pole to pole ; 
While yonder, like a virgin queen. 
The moon walks stately and serene. 
Earth sleeps, but in that happy sleep 
She dreams of something o'er the deep — 
A purer shrine of light, whose ray 
Blends with the hues of fading day. 
It is the time to drive away 
The meaner thoughts of busy day, 
And soothe the soul with tranquil peace. 
Or bathe it in seraphic bliss. 

XI. 

Students now and damsels fair, 
In their merriest mood repair 
Gayly to the rocky halls 
Of the Reefdy waterfalls, — 
Some with soft coquettish art 
Steal the unsuspecting heart, 

* This beautiful figure is borrowed from the pen of Bishop Bascom. 
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Winning you this rash confidence, 
With the want of soul and sense. 
Some in trembling accents tell 
What their love-sick hearts befell, 
On a gleesome holiday, 
In the sunny month of May; 
Cupid, then with bended bow 
Pierced them with so sad a wo. 
Nothing now could soothe them, save 
Love's caresses, or the grave. 
Others — few, alas! they are — 
To the waterfalls repair. 
In sweet converse to prolong 
The music of the cascade's song. 
Night for them has tnany a spell. 
Hidden in her starry cell ; 
Day has beauty for their eyes. 
In her blue transparent skies ; 
Earth can all their spirit bless 
With^her teeming loveliness. 
In the dove-like beauty seen 
On the face of nature's queen. 
In th' Eolian melodies. 
Whispered by the soft-lipp'd breeze, — 
They can see, and hear, and feel. 
Something o'er their bosoms steal. 
Far too heavenly for its birth 
Solely to have been of earth. 
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XU. 

Now the fairies come again 
In a wild disordered train ; 
Some from land, and some from ocean, 
Some from sky, in gay commotion, 
Like a cloud of swallows flying. 
When the hoary day is dying, 
Round the chimney, with a din 
Rush from every corner in. 
This fierce band of elves, are they 
Who no monarch's will obey; 
Nomads they, alike at home 
Wheresoe'er their footsteps roam ; 
Rudely indepondent as 
Ever roving Tartar was. 

Erst they waged a bitter strife 
With their monarch, to be free. 

E'er to lead a wandering life 
Over land and over sea; 

Life and honour, all, had given, 
Ne'er to be resumed again, 

Till as free as winds of heaven, 
From the paltry tyrant's chain. 

Still that war, in ages gone 

Fought, is neither lost nor won. 



XIII. 



Gathered, now, from all the earth. 
Myriad fays, resigned to mirth. 
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On their merry mischief bent, 

Maids and students sore torment; — 

Sucking some the honeyed bliss 

Of the plighted lover's kiss, 

Stealing rudely, all unseen, 

Their soft luscious lips between. 

Some — ah ! wicked little churls ! 

Spoil Miss Bessie's sunny curls; 

Others, with no better grace. 

Spoil her ribbons and her lace. 

Some on Pompey vent their rage, — 

Now, he seems to mount the stage. 

And, theatrical, essays 

Swelling words in nature's praise. 

But the elves in revel-rout 
"lo Bacche!" round him shout, 
"Hail! exquisite little clown!'* 

Till he feels the spell go down. 

XIV. 

Now the wassail in the cell 
Wakes the echoes in the dell; 
Happy fays in jubilee 
Move to numbers light and free. 
Graceful tripping to and fro 
As in rings they come and go. 
Love usurps her gentle throne, 
Claiming faydom as her own, 
And with polished art dispenses 
Her enchantments o'er the senses. 

4* 
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Oh ! how full of bliss or pain 
Is each fancy of her brain ; 
With what eagerness she hears 
All that pains her, or endears; 
Finding in a glance or sigh 
That for which to live or die. 
Many a little pipe and lute, — 
Many a tiny oaten flute, 
Many a violin whose strings 
Lately nerved Cicada's wings, 
Charm the mind, and soul, and sense, 
With their generous influence. 

Lo ! along those distant peaks. 
He comes — he comes — the fairy King! 
His wild and fierce demeanour speaks 
Of stern resolve and burning thought. 
And vengeance on his mind has wrought 
Anew its more than viper sting. 
Lo! along the Blue Ridge now 
Myriad fays in order light. 
Like a dark cloud that sweeps its brow, 
To rest a moment from their flight. 
"On, on!" he cries, "as swift as light, 
The fairy realm must quake to-night!" 
But revel on, ye roving crew ! 
Your monarch's wrath is not for you. 

XVI. 

O'er the western prince's reign 
Songs with wildly sweet refrain 
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Waken air, and earth, and sea. 

To a festal jubilee. 

His fiite is linked with one to-night, 

A bride so pure, ethereal, bright, 

She seems a fair ideal wrought 

In the young ardent poet's thought: 

Earth gave the mould, but heaven that grace 

Supernal in her form and face; 

Earth gave that eye, heaven lent the ray 

That steals the very soul away. 

Oh ! love is theirs — ^yes ! such a love 

Is owned and blest in heaven above ; 

The golden chain that sweetly binds 

Congenial hearts and kindred minds; 

A drop from Eden's coolest spring 

We drink, and feverish thirst is gone ; 

A dove with healing in its wing — 

A fire that melts two souls in one. 

XVII. 

Alas! that sorrow should pursue 
A love so tried, and found so true ! 
Sl\e crossed her father's regal will. 
He sowed to reap a monarch's hate — 
Oh ! is there not some fairy isle 
Where theirs may be a blessed fate? 
Ye breezes ! in your journey o'er 
Each sunny sea and peaceful shore. 
Do ye not find some cheering trace 
Of rent aflfection's dwelling-place? 
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Ye stars ! that shine on every land, 
Is there no calm Elysian strand 
Where long-tossed love a port may gain 
From the fierce rolling of the main ? 
Where o'er the flowery fields ye shine 
With a soft radiance more divine! 

XVIIL 

Away ! bright dreams of thoughtless youth ! 
Dew-drops upon the heart's fresh flowers, 
Before the rising sun of truth, 
Exhaled, ye seek ethereal bowers. 
By soft young winds at random driven. 
Ye cast a transient shade below. 
Yet, .touched by sunset's golden glow. 
Ye wear the roseate tints of heaven ; — 

Awhile thus bright. 

Then melts away 

The hue, and — night 

Succeeds the day! 

XIX. 

Swift as falls the shooting star. 
From the northern realms afar, 
Comes a herald — ^ Arm, ye brave ! 
Freedom, glgry, or the grave !' 
Lo ! the rock-walled sea along, 
To their fastnesses they throng; 
Mounting every parapet 
With the glistening bayonet; 
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Walling new, with stern intent, 
Every mouldering battlement ! 

XX. 

From their wintry snow-clad home 
Now the King and Bearbeard come. 
Followed by their angry train, 
Like two comets, o'er the main; 
One to wreak his vengeance on 
Prince for wedding queenly bride, 
One to make each dying groan 
Tell the might of baflBed pride. 
Like those gorgeous clouds which rise 
Changeful over summer skies, 
In the sultry eve when day 
Slowly, hotly, burns away; 
Now the smoke of war ascends. 
And with heaven's azure blends. 
Now and then a lightning spark 
Streams along the lurid dark. 
As some hero's branded dart 
Seeks another hero's heart. 
Hark ! their angry cannon's roar 
Shakes the isle along the shore ; 
List the sword and bayonet, 
Ringing o'er the parapet; . 
Hear those ne'er forgotten cries. 
Wrung from lips in agonies; 
Feel the fierce greatness of the strife, 
Waged for liberty, love and life ! 
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Fight on, ye brave and gallant few ! 

Faith, virtue, genius, side with you. 

Names undying in renown 

Will with fame your valour crown ; 

Poets will, in loftiest lays, 

Pay the tribute genius pays 

To each mighty Washington; 

Time will only render bright 

Deeds which fire your hearts to-night, 

Till their light out-vies the sun. 

XXI. 

Vain, alas ! the struggle vain ! 
Shore and sea are piled with slain ; 
And the battle's lurid cloud 
Rests above them like a shroud. 
Hark ! that loud victorious shout ! 
They break — they yield — they turn — they fly ; 
Hark ! their prince's clarion shout ! 
" Freedom ! turn, ye brave, and die !" 
And their raging bosoms swell 
With the mighty stirring spell. 
In the air — on sea and land — 
Battling band meets battling band ; 
And the thundering strife renewed 
Stuns each neighbouring solitude. 

XXII. 

Lo ! upon the fay-king's rear 
Fiercely swoop the roving elves — 
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"Vengeance/' rings along the air, 

"For the young prince and for ourselves!" 

As when upon a summer's day 

Two clouds appear in battle array, 

Sometimes vultures may be seen 

One wild moment hemmed between; 

Then on storm-touched wings they fly 

Hither, thither, through the sky. 

And the clouds with furious heat 

Thundering on together meet : 

So the fay-king's hosts divide 

O'er the land and o'er the tide. 

And, with blundering fury rife, 

Friend meets friend in deadly strife ! 

Alas ! that battle's murky smoke ; 

Alas ! each sadly erring stroke ; 

Alas ! the more than fatal fray 

That smote so many a gallant fay ! 

Each rock upon that lonely strand 

Tells of some hero of the band ; 

And every wave that sweeps the sea 

Sighs o'er the tomb of liberty. 

- XXIII. 

The fight is o'er, the conflict ended. 
Dust with kindred dust is blended; 
To their mountain fastnesses 
Flee the few surviving fays. 
Soldier, scholar, statesman, all 
Poured their life-blood in the fall 
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Of their poet-prince, and he 
Bled and died for liberty. 
Cruel fate ! to snatch him hence, 
Ere he felt the deepest sense 
Of the beauty in the birth 
Of heavenly music on the earth ! 
Blessed fate ! to bear him home 
From the woes of years to come, 
Ii\ a car of glory, drawn 
By the steeds of Freedom on ! 

XXIV. 

Lo ! along yon eastern height 
The first gray streak of morning light 
Spreads its soft shell-tinted band 
Far along th' aerial strand. 
Now the fairy king espies 
Aurora's chariot on the skies. 
And with cowardly affright 
Westward skulks with fleeing night. 
In a thousand various ways 
Wildly fly the victor fays; 
Some to seek their sleeping hall 
In the soft-green oaken ball; 
Some the poplar, some the pine, 
Some the purple-clustered vine; 
Some the woodbine's bugle flower, 
Some the rose's nuptial bower; 
Some where forest fountains sleep. 
Some the chambers of the deep. 
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Bearbeard — paltry minion ! — hies 
Over land and through the skies, 
From the day and from the war, 
To his northern polar star. 

XXV. 

See that slowly moving band, 
Gathering now on yonder strand! 
Hear that sad and dirge-like moan ! 
See that shore with cypress strewn ! 
Mark the sorrow in each face ! 
Drear is beauty's dwelling-place; 
Drear, and Oh ! to be no more 
Blooming, sunny, as before. 
Now the burial is begun, 
'Neath the red and rising sun ; 
For their sorrow drives away 
Every fear of kindling day. 
Shelly graves are dug, and each, 
Shrouding in a sable vest. 
Lays a hero on the beach. 
There in glory's tomb to rest. 
Every shell prolongs the fame 
Of each valiant elfin name ; — 
Oh ! how soft, how faint, how weak. 
All their choral voices speak 
Of a glory yet to come, 
Wrung from death by martyrdom ! 
Yes ! years may come, and day and night. 
And opening bloom and wintry blight; 

5 
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And death, remorseless, may arrest 
Earth's brightest mortals and her best; 
But time can never dim the ray 
That lustres lost heroic clay. 
No ! every star will brighter glow 
On every hero's tomb below, 
Till each becomes a holy shrine, 
Lit with a radiance more divine. 
Where all the pure, and all the free. 
May raise the eye, and bend the knee, 
And prayer and transport may unite 
In every sweet memorial rite. 
Thermopylae and Lexington! 
There, rose on Grecia glory's sun ; 
The proudest of her princely race 
There bought their dust a resting-place ;- 
Here, many a stalwart yeoman's breast, 
Burnt with the true, the Spartan zest, 
And fame's bright planet rose again 
From the broad bosom of the main. 
Oh ! will not names like these be bright. 
As long as earth endures? — what night 
Of shoreless, rayless, hopeless gloom 
Can block the pathway to their tomb? 
The arm that strikes the glorious blow. 
And lays the servile despot low. 
Through all succeeding years will rest 
Embalmed in every patriot's breast; 
And he who fights for human weal. 
Yet feels the point of hostile steel, 
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And waters with his precious blood, 

Improvement's ample tree, 
Will to the good become a good, 

And freedom to the free. 

XXVI. 

Hark ! what sorrow-breathing strain, 
Swells along the murmuring main! 
'Tis the dirge of the free and brave 
Over their poet-prince's grave : — 

1. 

Bury him silently in his shell, — 
There let his generous sprite e'er dwell; 
Make him a winding-sheet of the light, 
Tinting his shell so pure and bright ! 

2. 

Go ! hunt for the loveliest gem of the sea, 
And bloom of the wilderness, — bring them to me ; 
Oh! let the bright flower be planted here, 
And the gem of the sea be nestled there ! — 

3. 

The first, by its bloom and its early decay, 
To call up a tear for the gentle fay; 
The last, by its tender and steadfast light, 
To tell us his fate is enduringly bright. 

4. 
Now, in his murmuring shell let him rest. 
With his sword by his side, and his lute on his breast; 
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His sword is as bright as the evening star, 
It was whetted and burnished in glorious war ! 

His lute is the sweetest that ever was strung, 
And his fame is the purest that ever was sung, — 
With his lute on his breast, and his sword by his side, 
Let him rest from the arms of his beautiful bride ! 

6. 
Beautiful bride of the fire-fly isle ! 
The sunlight has gone from her faded smile, 
And her haggard cheeks, and her sunken eyes, 
Wear the look of her lone soul's agonies. 

7. 

With cypress and myrtle and laurel, we crown 
This child of great sorrow, of love and renown. 
And ofit we will come to his grave by the deep. 
And weep as despondency only can weep. 

8. 

But brighter than dew-drops, and truer than tears, 
Will his glory continue through on-coming years; 
And the voice of his. shell will be dear to the free, 
As it murmurs his fate to the shore and the sea. * 

Forest Cottage, Nov. 20t7i, 1857. 
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Oh ! when a thing of smiles and purity 
And sunshine passes gladly from the earth, 
It leaves a track of beauty and of joy. 
The far star on the west horizon's verge, 
Hast thou not seen in gentle radiance set; 
And felt, when memory limnered forth its form, 
That o'er the very hills which cradled it 
To sweet repose, rich beams of loveliness 
And beauty lingered? — the embodiment 
Of an untarnished and unending joy. 
So, too, when smiling Spring comes dancing by 
In^flowery mazes; with her festive choirs 
Of birds, and harps of evening winds that breathe 
Into the soul; she bathes us all in bliss 
As moonlight washes earth: but when she's gone 
Beyond the roses and the streams away. 
She leaves, like night her dew-drops on the flowers, 
Full many a fond remembrance in the soul. 
The spirit of the past is calling us 
Back to the haunts of childhood, and the old 
Accustomed voice of other days is loud 

5* 
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And eloquent with many a word of love. 

'Tis memory colours earth with hues of heaven; — 

And loves, that leave us, linger still in light. 

The grave may claim its victim — reaping Time, 

His harvest of bright hopes — the past, its cloud ; 

Of purer joys and better hopes that build 

In heaven, they never can deprive the soul. 

From memory's twilight realm fond whispers come, 

That tell us of the young, and beautiful 

And loved, who vanished from the cloud of life, 

Like a bright rainbow melting into heaven. 

This balmy night, as Dian sleeps in smiles. 
And fire-flies light their ever-flickering lamps. 
And rain-dfops gjisten on the trembling leaves; 
Even as the fire-fly, moon, or quivering drops. 
Soft memories of a gentle girl who died 
Before her ripeness, steal upon the soul 
And light its gulf of sorrow. — Oh ! how sad 
To see the tender rose-bud plucked too soon ; 
To see the young flower blighted by the worm ! 
To hear sweet tones as of an angel's lyre 
Die on the breeze before the ear has caught 
Their depth of beauty ! Sadder still to feel . 
How soon the affections of the heart may be 
Upon the winds wide sown. But sweet it is 
To love, to feel our hearts together drawn 
By nameless ties; and sweet, to hope that love. 
By death blown out, will brightly beam again, 
When, lighted at the fountain of all light. 
'Tis sweet to love the dead; to feel that we 
Are kindred to the essence of that being, 
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Once ours on earth, and will forever yield. 
Willing, to its attractions. Flesh and blood 
Decay; but will the heart's aflfections too? 

She dwelt with us a few short years, and then 
Went to her home beyond the tombs away. 
Bright years! they do contain the purest life 
And essence of the unembittered loves 
Which make all lifetime an Elysium; they 
Embody what was purest, sweetest, best, 
In her young soul while with us, from decay 
Preserving it unto a second life. 
Yes, in the memory-haunted breast they steal, 
Like ministers of goodness to prepare 
Our spiifits for the sorrow of her death. 
We knew her only as we know a star, 
Pearl, dew-drops, rainbow, flower; and but as such 
Eemember her. It may evoke a sigh, — 
It^should — to see man, virtuous to-day. 
To-morrow plunging in a sea of guilt. 
And the next day a lifeless lump of clay. 
Far difierent, when the soul basks e'er in love. 
And charity and sweet benevolence; — 
No sad regrets mar then the soothing thoughts 
Which follow beauty to the early tomb. 
We love their death who lead so pure a life! 
Although the heart will yearn in grief above 
The mouldering ashes of what once was all 
Humanity can be, — even sorrow's self 
Must silence all her clamorous complaints 
In that blest thought — a seraph's harp is hers. 

How oft her soul, whom heaven early claimed. 
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Too bright for earth, distilled, like morning dews, 
On herb and flower, its balm of social worth, 
Grateful to thought as nectar to the sense ! 
To do good, and to he good, in her heart 
Were ever uppermost; and o'er her face, 
A radiance shed, fair as the moon when she, 
Full-orbed, in cloudless lustre robes the earth. 
The widow's sigh, and orphan's tear, have gone 
With her beyond the stars; childhood and age, 
With streaming eyes, point to her grave and say, 
" There lie the feet that swiftly flew to help." 
And the worn student, with his book-worm face. 
Aghast and pale, — reft of her sunny smile 
To fire his soul — hurls from his lips the cup 
Of truth, untasted. At that shrine, the heart, 
8he daily paid her sacrifice of love; 
She was a priestess of that temple, where 
Affection's lamps shine o'er the darkness 'round. 
And organ tones of goodness fill the dome 
With deep religious music. Happy life! 
Oh! happy world! when thus the ennobled soul. 
Above the stale and sickly love of pelf. 
Or greediness for pleasure's giddy whirl. 
Or glory's sting, aspires. The bright alone. 
The ilanocent, the loving and the true. 
Feel such rich nectar running through their hearts. 

Alas ! the Southern Rose has wilted soon. 
The worm of death has preyed upon its core. 
And stol'n its odours ! Silver streams no more 
Will murmur their -orchestra of sweet sounds. 
Upon her. No more her buoyant tread. 
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Light as the deer's, will skip the verdant lawn 
In search of pastime. The deep thoughtful woods 
Must lie in* deeper solitude; the birds 
That saw her and were charmed, will ne'er again 
Sit tongueless on the boughs, in rapture mute, 
To see so bright a vision scarcely stir 
The fallen leaves beneath her gliding feet. 
Gone, gone ! the dear, the pure, the spotless girl ! 
Gone from our hearts and homes the dove-eyed 

maid! 
Gone, like the swallows, to a sunnier clime ! 
Gone with the hues and odour of the spring ! 
Gone, with the sweetness of her youth away ! 
Gone to the land of palm and amaranth ! 
The moon, that circling, treads her azure orb, 
And peaceful eyes the vain turmoil below. 
Hears, nightly, some pale mourner in. her beam, 
Wail o'er the beautiful maiden's early grave. 
The silent stars look down on withered hopes. 
That clustered round her life; and morning winds, 
And zephyrs, on their bosom gather up 
The mother's sigh, and sister's, long and sad. 
And waft them o'er the tomb of buried love. 
But now, even while thy premature decay 
We mourn, bright seraph ! memory's gentle foot 
Retraces the delightful paths which thou 
Didst tread on earth ; and Hope her pinions spreads 
Above the azure, soaring up to thee 
And thine unclouded home; — balm of thy life. 
On earth, in heaven, diffusing through the soul. 
If Death has barred us of the privilege. 



54 COLLEGE POEMS. 

So dearly prized, of thy companionship. 

He cannot rob us of that other joy — 

Virtue and goodness, grace and innocence, 

In all thy life apparent. And each hope, 

That drives away the darkness of the tomb, 

Comes, whispering soft as love, we meet again. 

We know that flowers, when faded, bloom again 

In other forms as sweetly; stars, when set, 

Will rise again; and Spring, when all her tones 

Of mystic beauty thrill no more the soul. 

Will come again and breathe upon the south 

Her breath of love. And wilt thou not renew 

The spirit of thy beauty in our hearts? 

Does Destiny make thee a wandering star, 

That sets to rise no more upon the blue 

And beautiful horizon of the soul? 

Thy name — angelic purity's other name ! — 

As a sweet wind with all the South perfumed. 

Comes o'er the soul. Fresh banks of summer flowers, 

Or warbling falls of streams, are not more sweet 

Than pure affection for the early dead. 

And thou ! — the bright, the pure, the good, the blest! 

Returning like some seraph to its home, 

Hast left behind full many a loving heart 

To yearn and pine above thy new-made grave. 

Does heaven rebuke the love we give to thee? 

Or thou forget that here we wandered oft 

In rural shades, and saw the sun go down 

Behind the wildly weird and dusky hills; 

And saw the witching twilight van a night ' 

Of smiling moon, soft stars and azure skies — 
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And felt that we were one? Let earth decay! 
Let warring planets in disorder rush 
Upon- each other's shield ! Let rocks and hills, 
Like routed armies, fly into the sea ! 
Let the strong breath of God blow out the sun ; 
And his keen weapon stab the virgin moon. 
Turning to blood! But still the immortal soul, 
Steady and nerved amid the mighty wreck, 
Feels not the shock of madly meeting spheres 
Torn from their orbs. Secure upon the throne 
Of widening empire sits the sceptred king 
Of more than all earth's realms. Above the play 
And battle of dissolving elements. 
The kindling soul will rise ; and who shall say 
The jbys that thrilled it here, though but one hour, 
Will moulder with the body in the grave ? 
Strange power to yield the tomb ! sad spell in death ! 
When thus unprisoning the earth-caged soul 
To clip its wings ere flight ! — if real, sad. 
No ! dear lost charmer ! dewy morn and eve. 
Spring's bloom, the rose of summer, autumn's leaf; 
Yea, all the joys that shone upon thy life. 
Are charms to woo thee gently back to earth. 
Where were that pure, unsullied spirit else. 
Which, here, for every loved one's sorrow felt 
A keener grief — their joys a brighter joy? 
Can time, or place, or fortune, change the soul ? 
That dear affection then which thou didst feel 
For us on earth, still warms thy breast in heaven. 

How pure a joy to know that we may meet, 
And love again beyond the gulf of death ! 

J 
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No worm there nips the roses in the bud; 
And Death his icy finger never lays 
Upon the loved and loving spirits there. 
We'll mark a pathway to some flowery vale — 
Elysium in Elysium — and when eve, 
With great Jehovah's august presence comes, 
We, hand in hand, will hither turn our steps 
By shady streams, and wake the memory 
Of buried love, and be again in heaven! 



V 
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The perfume, once sweet, has departed these flowers, 
And she who bestowed them has flown with the hours; 
There was light in her glance, when it met mine last, 
Where now has her pure, warm spirit passed ? 

Thou art lovelier now, faded wreath of flowers ! 
Since she who bestowed thee has flown with the hoursj 
Though withered and hueless, yet doubly endeared 
To this heart, since its flowers too are seared. 



6 



58 COLLEGE POEMS. 



Jif£ mmiu^'B si^ss. 



There passed at noon, beneath thy cypress shades, 
Father of waters ! one who, in his youth, 
Had far too brightly looked upon the joys 
Which earth brings to her children. O'er his soul, 
The light of natural poesy had been cast. 
E'en as a garb of glory; in his heart. 
As in a temple, hope had set her shrine. 
And passion burnt her incense. Visions bright, 
Such as entrance the youthful poet's mind, 
Charmed the old earth, and made it beautiful. 
And lovely as a primal paradise. 
But change — that ruling spirit of the world! 
Crept, like a poisonous insect, in his breast. 
And stung its peace. Fair April once had brought 
Hymen about his home ; fresh, balmy winds 
Were strung on chords of silver melody. 
And flowers unbosomed all their blest perfumes; 
The rich magnolia, and the^virgin rose. 
On rapid hours and swiftly fleeing months 
Shed balm perennial. On fne sands of time 
He built his cottage, and the sluicing rains 
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Razed its foundations. From the icy north, 

Decrepit winter on his burdened crutch, 

Came forth to press the children of the spring, 

Leagued with the grave. Alas ! in viperous rage 

They gathered one who held "within her clasp" 

A heart of precious worth ! He saw her grave, 

And sighed to think how soon the fairest flowers 

Are plucked — how early "all that's bright must fade." 

He heard the earth groan on her grinding course ; 

Day came as night, and night brought lifeless stars, 

Pulseless as statues; eve and morn awoke 

Within his breast no genial melody. 

But time, the chastener of each bitter grief, 

Sprung a few blossoms on his desert heart; 

Again he brought his vision from the grave. 

Upon the life about him; sad and lone 

He felt, and solace sought amid the world. 

Oh ! happy, had he lingered near her tomb. 

Till he was free from chains which bind to earth, — 

E'en chains which hold the mountains — he had been 

More brightly blest ! As a young tree in spring. 

His heart put forth its buds of joy again. 

And vernal songsters visited its shades. 

Another love was his — but doomed to death. 

Amid the peaceful shades of autumn eve! 

Long weary months she wasted by his side, 

E'en as a summer flower beside a stream 

With willows overhung — where autumn's feet 

Slowly, but surely leave their desolate print. 

Warm day warm day succeeded — chilly night 

Trod closely after chilly night, and left, 

4 
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Bright days and gentle hours, 
Fairest of earth ! I would not have you dead, 
Who now from young love's ever-blooming bowers 
Fling roses mixed with myrtle o'er my head. 

Ye are enshrined within, 
Bright things and holy, and my spirit's trust 
Is high that ye have not so vainly been 
The adorners of its ruins in the dust. 

Sweet whispers from the blest 
Fall on my soul, like gladdening April showers ; 
They freshly breathe : " The eternal state of rest 
Looks wistful down, and guides earth's fleeing hours." 

Yes ! in their cloudy homes 
My sainted loves retain our union bland; 
And goodness, on her unseen pinion, comes 
Around me from the shadowy spirit land. 

Roll on, majestic river! 
Oh! as thy fulness rushes to the sea. 
My spirit's streams, freed from the earth for ever. 
Seek the broad ocean of Eternity. 

Touched by a spell of love. 
With heavenly hope*above my soul unfurled, 
I seek the tranquil rest of spheres above, 
Unmarred by all the turmoil of the world. 

How pure this azure sky. 
How bright this vast and halcyon upper sea! 
Oh ! for the wings of eagles, home to fly, 
God of the universe! to love and Thee. 
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The great heart of our Sunny Land has been 
Up-heaved with grief — a tearful requiem 

Has thrilled the final home 
Of Mm whose laurels will be ever green, 
A fadeless chaplet on the brow of fame; 

Whose name in years to come, 
Will bring a fire-verse to the poet's tongue, 
And inspiration to his proudest song. 

From many a sorrow-stricken heart, a strain 
Comes like the moaning of the distant sea. 

Above our Butler's grave; — 
But Freedom's children strive, and strive in vain. 
To speak the heart's deep anguish when the free, 

The glorious and the brave. 
Return the victor's sword into its sheath. 
To fall beneath the mightier stroke of death. 

We hush the wail of sorrow, and begin * 

The triumph-anthem o'er the precious dust 
Of Freedom's fallen Son : — 
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The sepulchres of Patriots who have been 
Fulfillers of a high and holy trust, 

Should never wake a groan ! 
They are the sacred spots where e'er should meet 
The exultant tread of congregated feet. 

Weep not, ye sons of Freedom, o'er his tomb! 
Swell the loud song along the hills, and wake 

The shout of victory ! 
His memory is an embryo in the womb — 
An unborn hero, martyr, bard, to shake 

With thund'rous orat'ry. 
The tyrant's throne, and break the chains which bind. 
In fetters stained with blood, the free-born mind. 

My Carolina! he has been to thee 

A pride and joy. When bigot Faction's priest 

Aspersed thy queenly name, 
Butler arose in God-like majesty. 
And scorched the paltry Felon's trembling breast, 

With indignation's flame : — 
And outraged Honour now will ever claim 
That infamy and Sumner is the same. 

Thy name, great Patriot-sire ! is with another 
Linked in the bonds of greatness and of blood. 

Palmetto's pride and boast; 
Yea! him who proved himself to be thy brother, 
Ere Death a moment stayed the wrathful flood 

df Victory's trampling host ; 
Columbia's Son, our own proud Kosciusko, 
Upon the stormy field of Churubusco. 
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He fought beneath the banner, which, that day 
Streamed o'er our thunder-footed Regiment, 

The van-guard of the Free; 
And many a bold, unconquerable Ney, 
Bled by his leader, wheresoe'er he went, 

To conquer Liberty; 
And hallow one more day, another' strife, 
To memory by the offering of his life. 

He fell ! and Victory, bewailing, fled, 

Until the cry — "Revenge him" — shook the plain. 

And Churubusco woke 
Her echoes to the cry — " Revenge the dead ! " 
Then fiercer grew the combat o'er the slain. 

And every lightning-stroke 
Fell with a deadlier force, till victory 
Returned to grace the contest of the Free. 

He fought and fell, the hero of the smyrd; 
Thou, hero of the mind^ didst fight and fall ! 

Your common name will be 
A beacon-light to nations, and a word 
Whose uttered power will break the tyrant's thrall ; 

Whose mighty majesty, 
When thundered, like an earthquake at its birth. 
Will terror-strike the despots of the earth. 

Then weep not, though their death make you forlorn. 
Ye sons of Freedom ! they have left behind 
A life of priceless worth ; 
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The praise of generations yet unborn, 
Will sanctify the Patriot Stxitesmari s mind, 

And tell the listening earth. 
The glory of the Hero was to wring 
From tyranny's envenomed asp its sting. 

Weep when the nameless and the fameless die. 
Who might have been exemplars for an age 

And world to emulate ! 
Weep when the ocean-tide of destiny 
Sweeps o'er the throng in pestilential rage, 

And robs the widowed State 
Of talent, virtue, genius, yet unknown — 
Immortal and seraphic, save the crown! 

But when the Hero and the Statesman leave 
A name upon the earth above all blight. 

It were a selfish thing 
O'er their sepulchral monuments to grieve : — 
No ! to the great who star earth's murky night, 

A fiery lyric bring. 
When they in glory set ! — 'tis fit that ye 
Should mourn the fallen great triumphantly. 

Their bones will moulder, but the names which they 
Inherited, engraven on the shrine 

Where Freedom's pilgrims kneel. 
Will yet become a part of liberty. 
Not of her body, but her soul divine; — 

A portion of the weal. 
With which her spirit flashes over earth. 
And starts a prouder era into birth. 
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Yes ! and the Butlers — of the world are worth 

A thousand lifeless creeds ; 
Their names are a philosophy, which wells 
A deeper fount in man — inspiring earth 

With great and god-like deeds : — 
Who would not be a martyr when the grave 
Is made a Mecca by the immortal brave ? 

Oh! for a thousand more such names as these, 
To stir the pulseless current in the veins • 

Of tyrants and of slaves ! 
A thousand more such tongues to thrill the breeze 
With Freedom's tones, and arms to break the chains 

Which hasten to their graves, — 
Worn out too soon by their relentless lot, 
The martyred saint and free-born Patriot ! 

Oh ! for the earth-renewing dynasty 

Of Liberty and love which they presage — 

A glorious period. 
When man shall reach, his noble destiny. 
And light and knowledge sanctify the age 

To virtue and to God ! 
eagles of our land ! wing not your flight 
Beyond ensanguined Freedom's mountain height! 

Ensaiiguined Freedom ! Oh, this wo of woes ! 
These words awake me from Platonean dreams 
To life which is not life : — 
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My Country's eagles ! your remorseless foes 
Would clog your pennons in the gory streams 

Of desolating strife ! 
Liberty ! my country ! where are now 
The wreaths which once were wont to bind your brow ? 

Ye fire-souls of our hero-age, arise ! 

Oh ! like a god, stretch out your arms, and break 

The bondage of the grave ! 
Lo ! what a tempest overhangs the skies ! — 
See how the land writhes at the Anarch's stake! — 

Arise! arise! and save! — 
Hist ! hark ! what muttering thunders rend their tomb ? 
They come to avenge their desecrated Home! 
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A daisy plucked by the stream for Lina. 



Blithesome fairy, Mellelula ! 
' Lips as red as budding roses, 
Cheeks as soft and rich in blushes 
As the clouds when evening closes. 

Eyes as bright and full of poesy 
As the first-seen star of heaven ; 
Dark thy rayless "night of tresses" 
As the wing of crow or raven. 

Light thy movements, Mellelula! 
As the minnows in the rill. 
Where the mossy big-wheel, grumbling. 
Used to turn the lazy mill. 

But the time, so bright and golden, 
Seems a hundred years away. 
When together, glad and loving. 
We were wont to skip and play. 
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We were then, sweet Mellelula ! 
Barefoot children, going to school; 
And the teacher, you remember. 
Used to crack us with his rule. 

Noisy children in the school-room 
Spelled their lessons in a song ; 
But my listening ear detected 
Thy sweet voice amid the throng. 

And when I would gaze upon thee, 
Mr. Welch would call my name — 
While a still and curious silence 
O'er the buzzing school-room came. — • 

"Come here. Will !" then, downward looking, 
I would go, foreboding pain; 
Then he'd thump me, and would tell me, 
"Go, sir! take your seat again!" 

Mellelula oft at playtime. 
When she had a freakish wish, 
Kan along the limpid streamlet 
Just to vex the little fish. 

Would you know how Mellelula 
In my childish bosom flit? 
In the stream I saw her ankle, 
And I fell in love with it. 



But I see those sunny moments. 
Vanished with the flight of years. 
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Dimly through the scenes of boyhood, 
Through a thousand smiles and tears. 

Once, while early spring was blooming — 
'T was before the birth of June — 
To the rill her way she wended 
For the usual sports of noon. 

When to books the teacher called us, 
On her cheeks an angry rose 
Blushed and reddened, like the dog-star 
Seen amid the night's repose. 

Then 't was said my Mellelula 
Had an aching in her head ; 
And they took her to her mother. 
And she put her child to bed. 

She, I heard among the school-girls. 
Had a phrensy in her brain. 
And would sometimes say, — "Come, Willie! 
Let 's go chase the fish again." 

When the moonlight through the window 
Sweetly peeped into her eyes. 
She would smile, and cry — " Look, mother ! 
At that angel in the skies !" 

When the balmy winds of April 
Kissed her, through the morning hours. 
She would dream, — "It is the hum-bird. 
With a message from the flowers. 
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"And I see all bright and glowing, 
On each rainbow-tinted feather, 
In the hand-write of the flowers, 
* We will live and die together.' " 

When the Whip-poor-will, at twilight, 
Sung his wizard song, she cried, — 
" 'T is the ghost which mauma Dinah 
Heard when sister Ellen died." 

Day by day my Mellelula 
Sicker, weaker, paler, grew, 
Till the roses left her features. 
And around her eyes was blue. 

Then one peaceful Sabbath evening 
She serenely fell asleep; 
And next morn I saw the school-girls 
One by one begin to weep. 

Then I knew sweet Mellelula 
Ne'er again with me would play — 
For I thought that cruel phrensy 
Took her sun-lit soul away. 

And I wept the tear of sorrow. 
But it brought me no relief. 
All the day long in the school-room 
Still communing with my grief. 

At the hour of noon I wandered - 
By the silver babbling brook. 
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And* it wore a shade of sadness 
In its bright transparent look. 

For the feet of Mellelula, 
Following up her girlish wish, 
Did not break it into wavelets 
In their chasing of the fish. 

And the mosses on the mill-wheel, 
As around with it they whirl'd, 
Seemed so many pale-eyed spirits 
Slowly marching round the world. 

All the birds of spring were silent. 
All the flowers bowed the head — 
Silent one and bent the other. 
In their sorrow for the dead. 

• Sad and aching was my bosom — 
Torn and bleeding was my heart — 
And upon my reddened eyelids 
Burnt the salt tears' fevered smart. 

Late that evening Mellelula 
In the church-yard low was laid; 
But they sang, before, a sweet song. 
And the rustic preacher prayed. 

Many an eye was dim with weeping, 
Many a heart, though stout and brave. 
Melted, like the snow in sunshine. 
Over guileless beauty's grave. 

7* 
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Many a hope, that, like the flowers, 
Bloomed within those rustic breasts, 
O'er the sod was strewn in anguish, 
Where the child of promise rests. 

Many a joy, almost forgotten. 
Trod among their present woes. 
Like a maiden, robed in mourning, 
Strolls at twilight's dewy close. 

Now with tears of sorrow blinded 
For a cherished parent's death ; 
Now her face with lustre haloed 
From the star-lit lamp of faith. 

Then the crowd of country people, 
Hearts together closer blent, 
In the fading light of even. 
Slowly, meekly, homeward went. 

And I left my Mellelula 
In her silent little room, 
And, alone, I took the school-path, 
Knowing nothing but my gloom. 

In the dusk eve Mellelula 
Still was vivid in my brain; 
And I bowed my head, and tear-drops 
Streamed adown my cheeks like rain. 

From the spectre-haunted forest 
Came a wild and plaintive trill, 
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And it spoke like crazy Molly, 
" Whip-poor-will, whip-poor-will !" 

"'Tis a ghost — an evil spirit" — 
Thus I mused, and ran the while : — 
"'Tis a ghost — the Bad man sent it. 
Just to make them whip poor Will. 

"Oh! that on the peaceful bosom 
Of the earth I might repose, . 
By the side of Mellelula, 
Safe from Mr. Welch's blows ! 

"Could she break the sleep that binds her. 
She would tell him he is wrong; 
For she knows that she could win me 
With a soft word or a song." 

Musing thus, I hurried onward, 
Through the listening solitudes — 
Listening, with a wild demeanour, 
To that spirit in the woods. 

Dark, and vague, and spectral phantoms 
Lurked in every shade around; 
And there came a wilder meaning, 
With each weird successive sound. 

Like a faded leaf of autumn, 
Borne upon the evening wind. 
On I hastened through the forest 
Winged with terrors undefined. 
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I was frightened — and the mem'ry 
Of that moment lingers still — 
When I heard that voice repeating, 
"Whip-poor-will, whip-poor-will !" 

But, amid the open meadows, 
Where the starlight sought repose. 
And the smoke from father's cottage. 
Like a prayer of peace arose ; 

While the stream of homely feeling. 
High and swift beyond control. 
From the bright and open window 
Gushed upon my little soul; 

While an inward sense of safety. 
Bade my fluttering heart be still, 
O'er me came the sweet suggestion, — 
Chance 't is saying, " Weep, poor Will ! " 

And I listened to that music. 
Breathing o'er the woody hill. 
Like a vesper o'er the ocean, — 
" Weep-poor- Will, Weep-poor- Will ! " 

Oh ! what rapture in that moment ! 
Eapture all of joy and pain; — 
For I thought some pitying angel 
Poured its soul in that wild strain. 

Thus a fitful melancholy 
Touched the chords upon my lyre, 
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With the formless vapour, rising 
From the muses' altar-fire; 

With a sadness and a longing 
For the good and beautiful, 
Which no vision of the real 
Into calm may ever lull. 

And I find within my bosom, 
Echoes which, though sad, rejoice 
In the weird and witching numbers 
Of that twilight spirit's voice. 

When the Spring with graceful stepping, 

Moves along her virgin bowers, 

Waking from their winter slumbers, 

All her train of birds and flowers; 

• 
When her breath perfumes the evening. 

Much I love to hear it still 

Sing its doleful, one-lined poem — 

" Weep-poor- Will, Weep-poor- Will ! " 

For it tells me of my school-days, 
And of Mellelula's love, 
And my yearning spirit's vision 
Soars among the worlds above; 

If, perchance, it may discover 
In those spheres some Eden bright. 
Where the soul of Mellelula 
Summers in a sea of light. 
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I STOOD 'neath the arch of autumnal skies, 
As the sun was departing, and thought: — 

*^Each hue as it fades, and each leaf as it flies. 
Is a type of this mortal lot. 

"Like the soul of the peerless, that wings its way. 
Through the stars, when the death-pang is felt; 

Those hues at the whispery close of day. 
Into ether will softly melt. 

"They. fly on the pinions of fading even 
To the home of the saintly and blest; 

Or melt to a dream of the Indian's heaven — 
The beauteous Isle of the West." 

And I saw in the West, Venus beam on the earth. 

In her peace and her loveliness ; 
And she smiled as on Eden at nature's birth. 

And whispered a musical ' Yes ! ' 

Then I thought, — "Like a ruined and desolate child, 
Of sorrow, of sin and of shame, 

t 
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Who has swept through temptation's gloomiest wild, 
On the wings of his perish'd fame ; 

" These dead autumn leaves, by a pitiless fiend, 
Seem hurled through the dusky wood; 

And they leave not a whisper on all ,the wind. 
To tell of their solitude. 



"Oh will not again child and leaf be blest. 
In the songs which they used to sing; 

The first with an innocent peace in his breast, 
And the last with the greenness of spring? 
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And I heard a soft, sad, wailful zephyr gweep by. 

In a fitful murmur, and low ; 
And it moaned in the pine-tops a sorrowful sigh. 

And dirged through the forests a ^ No ! ' 

When the sun o'er the world, in its russet dress. 

Sinks peaceful, and stately, and low, 
Still I hear the soft star sweetly whispering — ^ Yes ! ' 

And the sad zephyr murmuring — ^ No ! ' 
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The home of my childhood has mouldered away, 
Neglected the spot where it formerly stood ; 

The winds of night dirge it a plaintive lay, 
And her silver wings mournfully over it brood. 

« 

I love now to linger its ruins among, 

And call up in memory's glittering train, 

Delights which may well be remembered in song — 
To hear, and to see and to feel them again. 

How dear are those blisses, now faded and gone ! 

Like flowers that blossom unheeded in Spring, 
Are sacredly treasured when Autumn comes on, — 

When the forests are sere, and the birds cease to sing. 

I sing of no forefathers proud and great. 

Though the blood of a monarch may warm up my 
frame ; — 
What charm can it add to my youthful estate. 

Or halo of light round my humble name? 

By the love of a glorious liberty — 

By the strength of our eagles, in battle shown — 
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Far prouder to know that my parents were free 
By the might and the virtue of Washington. 

By the light of the brightest name of earth — 
By the love of the loveliest soul from God — 

My home was the home of a freeman — my birth 
Was a seed sown in Liberty's blood-stained sod ! 

Alas! with a sigh for these ruined walls, 
Must I mingle a tear for my native land ? 

What demon has hurled in thy desolate halls, 
Thou spirit of Freedom ! his hellish brand ? 

The home of my childhood, the Temple sublime. 
Once hallowed to freedom, both mouldered away — 

Oh ! hushed be my muse's funereal chime, 
And silent the low mournful swelling lay ! 

When others forsake them, my spirit will cling 
Around them like ivy that weeps when the rain 

Of winter falls through it, till life's rosy spring. 
Comes back to my home and my country again. 

Though vain be the tear-drop and useless the sigh, 
In person I'll stalk 'mong the ruins of one, 

In fancy the other — and weep till I die. 
For innocence, purity, liberty — gone. 

Oh ! wto would not cherish, though faded, the flowera 
That perfumed the breezes of life's early mom? 

The fairest of Mays has its silvery showere^ 
The bee has its stiDg,*and the roBe has ite^ 

8 
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Away ! ye delusions of swift-fleeing mirth, 
Haunt bosoms less likely to look on the past ! 

The inem'ries that cluster around the old hearth, 
Will still o'er my soul their divinity cast. 

Oh! dear are these pleasures of youth's glowing prime, 
Thrice dear now they visit the spirit no more; 

Like the sound of the bell when it ceases to chime. 
Or the moan of the sea-shell when far from the shore. 
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I STOOD in lamp-lit halls at night, 
Where beauty round me shone 
With soft, ethereal, mellow light, 
And smiles made care itself seem bright; 

Yet I was all alone — 
Thou wast not there, sweet one ! 

Like Syrius,* o'er my burning breast 

The star of revel shone ; 
I could not feel the laugh and jest, 
My soul was filled with wild unrest; 

I was alone, alone — 

Thou wast not there, sweet one ! 

Then left the throng, the lamps burnt low, 

And darkness filled the room : 
Drear as that hall, amid its wo 
My soul sat still, and would not go — 

'Twas lonely as the tomb 
In that congenial gloom! 



* The Dog-star. 
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ON THE DEATH OF A CLASSMATE. 



'<0h! that to me the wings were given, 
Which bear the turtle to her nest! 
Then would I cleave the vault of heaven, 
To flee away and be at rest." — Byron. 



Alas! when all the world seems bright 

To youthful ardour's eye, 
'T is sad to see the hurried flight 

Of winged mortality : 
When, ere the soul can buckle on 

Its armour for the strife, 
The shaft is sped — the music gone 

From the frail chords of life ! 

Alas ! I feel a leaden weight 

Of sorrow on my breast ! 
Gone, gone, beyond this fitful state, 

The noble-hearted West : 
Those eyes of lustrous joyousness 

Will never beam again : 
We sorrow for his warm caress, 

But all our grief is vain. 
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No more his laqgh through Ida's shades 

Will wake the echoes round, 
And call our band, before it fades, 

To catch its merry sound; 
His tones will never strike again 

The heart's electric chords, 
Which echo back, in sweetest strain, 

Young friendship's glowing words. 

Like some bright morn of summer days, 

That ends in clouds and rain. 
Life shed on him its sunniest rays, 

Death took them back again : 
This morn he stood upon his feet. 

And spoke in accents gay, 
This evening, in his winding sheet 

Is wrapt his senseless clay. 

'Tis sad to see the race of flowers. 

Which through all summer shone. 
Fade in the pale autumnal hours. 

When summer's light is gone; 
'Tis sad to see the passage bird 

Depart upon the breeze. 
When winter's first low wail is heard 

Among the leafless trees : 

But sadder still than these, by far, 

To see the eye grow dim. 
As if a shade descended there 

From wings of cherubim ; 

8^ 
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To feel the pulse of boyhood's friend, 
And heart, forget to beat — 

Oh ! if to nature thou may'st bend, 
Tears here are more than meet* 

Alas! I feel a load of grief 

Upon my spirit rest. 
And hope may never bring relief 

Unto my tortured breast; — 
This grief that now disturbs ray breast. 

This anguish in ray brain. 
When memory paints the form of West, 

Will wring my heart again. 

Oh ! when will hopeless sorrow cease 

Upon the heart to prey. 
And when will heaven-descending peace 

Smile all our tears away? 
Oh ! that to me the wings were given 

Which carry home the blest. 
That I might cleave the vault of heaven 

And be fore'er at rest ! 



I 



THE HARP OP TWILIGHT. 87 



iif£ mn 01 imii&u. 



For him who hears not vainly, in the world 
And upper spheres there is a melody, 
That breathes of heaven, in the fading eve ;■ — 
A melody from whispering brooks and trees 
Up-springing, and from odour-laden gales. 
The harbingers of twilight's holy hour. 
There is a harp hung by the hand of Him 
Whose scales are in the heavens, amid the light 
Of shadowy eve; upon its chords the star 
Of Love her silver fingers gently sets. 
And music's rapture fills the listening vales. 
Alone I go— alone, yet not alone ! — 
To see the sun go down behind the hills. 
And follow in his path to other worlds. 
My waking fancies, bursting from the shell 
Of college lore. I find society 
In winds, and fields, and dusky solemn woods— 
A charm, a rapture, and I feel as free 
As mountain eagles. There alone, that harp 
Breathes o'er my soul this hymn of peace and love: 

"Farewell, bright day-god! to thy burning home 
Beneath the western waters sink to rest ! 
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From starry halls and heavenly seats I come 

With whisperings for the good, the pure, the blest. 

Shepherds and maids of Spain and Palestine, 

When thy bright eye was closed, have lingered still. 

Beneath the myrtle bower or shady vine. 

And felt the wizard spell of my wild thrill; — 

Wild thrill! — but e'en as rapturous as of love, 
The music deep, — and Gothic hearts have knelt 

At vespers on Spain's sod, and sent above 

Their tones of prayer that seemed in heaven to melt. 

Even at this hour wronged freemen have made firm 
The startling compact, and the vesper bell. 

O'er tyranny has had a mighty charm — 

The call to prayer the despot's funeral knell ! 

Prayer, such as virtuous freemen waft above. 
Pure as the new-born infant at its birth; 

Prayer borne beyond the skies on wings of Love, 
And heard in heaven and answered on the earth ! 

This is the hour of hallowed feelings; now 
Blest Memory treads the valleys of the past. 

And brings her wreaths of flowers to deck the brow, 
With love's deep glow of sunshine overcast. 

Hast ever known foul crime to raise his arm 
Amid the music of earth's sweetest hour? 

No ! harmony from waking stars can charm 
The murderer's steel — they have a holy power. 



I 
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Heaven gathers near, and sainted spirits tread, 
Rich odours flinging from their viewless wings, 

About the sacred mansions of the dead; 

The loved and loving, though immortal things. 

Bustle and tumult on the day-god wait. 

Men look not up to heaven when he reigns there; 

But Memory, Hope and Love, attend my state, — 
Spirits of heaven, yet still they cluster here. 

I leave thee. Earth ! and Hesperus fades away, — 
My wing is swift — Oh ! seize the fleeting hour. 

Griefs tempest-riven billows to allay. 

Or vain thy rounds — we have a holy power ! 
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Sweetly sighing love undying, 

To the heart-sick woods and rills, 
Modest maiden ! blushing "Aiden," 
" Come in song upon th« hills ! 

Winter's snowing and his blowing, 
Nip the spirit's tender flowers j 

And his chilling, grief-distilling, 
Ice-breath kills the rosy hours. 

Come then, wooing, to the cooing 
Of the pine-enamoured dove; 

Sweet re-cooing to the wooing 
Of her early-mated love : 

Charmed at yonder bird of wonder, 
Catch the spirit of his song; 

And appealing to their feeling, 

Wake from death the flower throng. 

Pouring daylight o'er the gray height 
Of yon spicy mountain, bring 

Tropic blessings — Sol's caressings, 
On thine odour-laden wing. 
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Many an olden, many a golden, 

Love-thought in the poet's heart. 
Thou hast planted, as he panted, 

Pierced with Cupid's winged dart. 

Days of "Aiden," lovely maiden ! 

To the fancy-raptured young, 
As they wander, sportive, yonder, 

Eocks and rills and meads among : — 

Days of gladness for the sadness 

Of the care-worn bringest thou, 
Asking only of the lonely. 

But a grief-dispelling brow. 

Hours, sweet-gleaming, are the beaming 

Aureola of thy head ; 
Bending o'er thee, as if o'er thee 

Bent the sainted of the dead. 

Sunbeams laden, passionate maiden ! 

With thy smiles o'er earth are hurled : 
While thy finger soft doth linger 
> On the harp-strings of the world. 

Bring thy blushes to the rushes, 

Jn the marshes by the sea. 
And thy whispers to the lispers 

Of the wild-wood's melody. 

Wake the mountains, and the fountains. 
Where the bell-shaped ^hunter's cup' 

Scoops sweet waters for the daughters 
Of our dear Palmetto wp. 

\ 
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Oh! remember, bleak December 
Soon enough will come again, 

Blasting nature's sunny features 
With his cold, and wind, and rain. 

Then to cheer us, and endear us. 
Lengthen out thy happy days; 

And, our own, we then will crown thee 
All with green immortal bays. 
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WRITTEN IN AN ALBUM ON A PAGE OF VIRGIN WHITE BY 
THE PICTURE OF A BRIGHT LITTLE CHERUB HOLDING IN 
ITS HANDS A HARP. 

As on this pure unsullied page 
I trace a line that will remain, 
I would thy heart through youth and age 
Aflfection's image may retain : 
Where'er I roam — no matter where — 
On peopled shore or lonely sea, 
I then would know Remembrance dear 
Still treasured some fond thought of me. 

But oh ! remembered or forgot — 
K prayer avail, thy life shall be 
A bright, a grief-unsullied lot 
From every pang of sorrow free : — 
This prayer shall be my friendship's test 
Through storm or calm, in peace or strife — 
Oh ! may some angel finger rest 
For ever on thy harp of life. 



9 
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Our silent village gently sank to rest, 
The light in every window paled but one, 
And in that room a young and noble breast 
Was yielding — rDeath the victory had won. 

No long-loved hand his sinking body stayed, 
No dear familiar voice breathed on his ear, 
No father by him watched, nor mother prayed. 
Nor aught that earliest youth reveres was there. 

How cheerless such a deep oppressive gloom 
Where Love's ethereal planet never shone ! 
Oh ! how can tender youth endure the doom 
To grapple with the monster all alone ? 

So felt my youthful comrade, when in thought, 
Like the lorn Gladiator Byron sung — 
His eyes with one large tear-drop over-fraught. 
And pure beauteous spirit sorrow-wrung — 

He flew away to childhood's home serene. 
Far by the rolling of Ogeeche's tide ; 
Inhaled the dew that pearled life's morning scene. 
Kissed those who now must weep for him, and died. 



i 
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Thus I have seen some frail transplanted flower 
Reject the wooing of the sun's glad beam, 
Pine for its birth-place one grief-stricken hour, 
Then pass away like hope's Elysian dream. 

We cage the mock-bird, and it pines and dies, 
Its song is mute within its prison walls ; 
We love dear souls, and they like mist arise. 
And make their dwelling in aerial halls. 

Roll on thy tide, Ogeeche ! evermore 
Wake' with thy hymns the bordering solitudes; 
But change thy notes to grief — Oh! never more 
Will he in youth and beauty roam thy woods! 
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Oh ! how oft is the soul while on rosebuds reposing, 
And cherishing dreams full of fortune and bliss, 
By the pierce of a thorn roused in sadness and terror, 
To view the pale spectre of real distress ! 
Oh ! how oft are the halls of the heart hung in mourning, 
And feelings, like mourners within, seen to weep 
Over hopes fondly cherished, but blighted and withered 
For friends who are silent in death's dreamless sleep ! 

Thus my heart is now hung in dark emblems of sorrow. 
For he who was dear to my youth is no more; 
Awhile on Time's strand, precious pebbles he gathered, 
But now far away is his bark from the shore. 
Together we gazed on the beauties of nature. 
And strolled through the magical gardens of art; 
But, alas ! never more will his virtue and friendship, 
Like stars break upon the night-gloom of my heart. 

Turn yonder your eyes, dim with grief, to that grave- 
yard. 
See Sorrow parental there weep o'er a tomb ! 
There too, a dark mantle o'er filial Affection 
Is thrown, as she mourns in her desolate gloom; — 
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A spirit — 'tis the spirit of sorrow — there hovers, 
Her leaden wing droops o'er the mansion of clay ; 
She shudders, for saw she a cold icy river, 
Sweep him on its tide of destruction away. 

How oft does the heart, crushed beneath heavy pining, 
Grieve over the hopes which have flitted away. 
When Death's spectral form and the emblems of burial, 
Remind us of life's tale, and nature's decay ! 
When the shadow of fate's gloomy world is around us. 
To hide all the beauty of earth from the eye. 
The storm-cloud of sorrow sweeps over the heavens. 
And shuts out the stars that should smile in the sky. 

His comrades will meet, and will part, in their sorrow, 
To see his dear tokens of friendship no more, 
For we all heave a sigh to the fate of the lost one. 
When time steals away, whom .we love and adore. 
And oft when the beams of the evening are paling. 
And Hera's bright lamp lights the halls of the skies, 
Will mourners appear 'round the tomb of the mourned 

one. 
And sigh in deep grief — ' Oh ! how quickly hope dies ! ' 

But, alas ! for these tears ! — it is vain to deplore him. 
The voice of our grief can't recall him again ; 
We may long for the fresh morning dews of his spirit, 
To rest on the blooms of our hearts — but 'tis vain. 
Then make we a grave in the soil of our bosoms, 
And there let his ashes be buried, and rest ; 
Be our grief as a tomb-stone to tell of his virtues 
Which now beam so bright in the home of the blest ! 

9* 
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A BEAUTEOUS thing in the summer wild, 
Where the forests waved and the streamlets smiled, 
Was the gentle hind on the valley's breast. 
As it lay in the deep cool shades at rest. 

Perhaps some dream of the sportive flock. 
By the woodland stream, or the mountain rock. 
Came over the young deer's tranquil breast. 
As Venus o'er earth when she weds the west. 

It was blest with the spring of sweet repose ! 
But the huntsman's horn on the far-winds rose, 
.And the horrid crash of his beagles' yell 
Filled the young fawn's ear with a direful spell. 

It sprang from its moss-grown bed, and o'er 
Green vale, wild wood and prairie moor. 
With the speed of the wind hurried fast away 
From the hurrying chase and the coming fray. 

Ah! vain its flight though as fleet as the wind. 
For the pack, as it faints, gathers near behind; 
And its nostrils smoke, and a wild despair 
Rends its bleeding heart, as it leaps in the air. 
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It faints ere the noon on the treeless plain, 
And there in its own grazing fields is slain: — 
The panting hounds lick the blood of the roe 
From their foaming mouths ere they homeward go. 



My Fatherland ! may the chase ne'er be — 
Oh never ! — a sorrowful type of thee ! — 
Oh! hunt not the deer of Freedom back 
To her mountain home, with a bloody pack ! 

Her step is as fre^ as the wild gazelle's, 
And her heart is the home where an Eden dwells; 
If you chain her to earth, she will sicken and pine. 
If you chase her the Eden no more is divine. 



30375B 
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King of terrors ! o'er the earth, 
Thou rulest with an iron sway : 

Beauty, and grace, and youth, and worth. 
Are all thy prey. 

The grave, the worm-infested grave,- 

Within its wide mouth swallows all; 
Yet famine claims it, still her slave, 
Fond of the thrall. 

Thou hast gone down, my youthful friend ! 
To its dark chambers, dark and deep ; — 
My heart unnumbered sorrows rend — 
I wail and weep ! 

Oh ! ask me not to tune my lyre. 
And sing a lofty sounding lay : — 

1 feel a wild consuming fire 

Upon me prey. 

A grief that gathers gloom with years. 

And darkens all the sky of life; 
I weep, yet unavailing tears. 
With madness rife. 
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And such a grief, hadst thou remained, 

Dear friend, to mingle with the crowd. 
Perchance had o'er thy spirit rained 
Its stormy cloud. 

Oh ! better in the grave to lie, 

Companioned only by the worm, 
Than grope beneath a starless sky. 
In sorrow's storm. 

How sweet they sleep who rest beneath 

Their mossy covering of sod. 
Whose youth and hope illumed the death 
Of Jordan's flood ! 

In vain our ceaseless toil and pain, 

Sound o'er their low and silent bed ; 
The tramp of marching nations, vain. 
Above the dead ! 

Farewell, blithe spirit ! in yon skies. 

Where stars lead round the endless year. 
Thine everlasting dwelling is, 
Mine, darkly here. 

I know thine unobtrusive worth, 

A pearl in that vast crystal sea ; 
Long may the too forgetful earth 
Remember thee ! 
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I HAVE dreamed of an isle in the sea, 
Where the forests are ever green, 

And the spirit of all that is free, 

And young, and bright, hath been ; — 

I have dreamed of the evening star, 
In her soft and balmy sphere. 

And two doves were yoked to her ear. 
And they flew to the west with her; — 

I have dreamed of a sea far away. 
Where the silver and rosy light. 

Illumines the perfumed day. 

As the moon and stars sheen night; — 

I have dreamed of an Eden of flowers, 
With no poisonous herb among them. 

And they wooed the gentle Hours, 
In the ditties which they sung then. 

Oh! these dreams can never pall. 
While my life-blood gushes free; 

But not half so bright are they all. 
As my first sweet dreams of thee. 
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Clara ! that love-lit face of thine, 
Where Graces, and Loves, and gentle fays. 
Have scattered the wealth of Beauty's mine; 

Where the sun of truth. 
With the beam of youth, 
Mingles its intellectual rays. 
As a bright dew-drop in the cup of flowers. 
Drinks in the hues of their rosy leaves; 
Never has fell on my gaze, like the bowers 
That blush in the sunset of vernal eves. 
When the eye "looks love" and the bosom heaves. 

But, Clara ! thy love-lit soul I've seen, 
Waking the raptures of mount and stream, 
And flower-robed shade, where angels have been 

Draperied in love, 
As the angels above, 
And moulded in Fancy's exquisite dream. 
Yes ! the spell of language has lifted the vail 
Which once hid thy mind, like a pearl in the sea. 
And soft beams of beauty its lustre reveal. 
As winds, odour-laden, tell whence they flee 
With treasures of bliss for the young and free. 
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Oh ! dear is the language that sweetly breaks 
From the love-stirred hearts of our Southern maids, 
As the bulbul's song over summer lakes, 

Or the mock-bird's lay, 

Ere the dawn of day. 
Warbled, while dreaming in hawthorn shades. 
Their voices are clear as our mountain streams, 
Their songs soft as clouds on our zephyrs borne. 
Their hearts are as warm as our summer beams. 
Their eyes are as bright as the star of the morn — 
Oh ! here are the roses that have not a thorn ! 
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FOR HER DEAD LOVER. 

In the sombre-hued pavilion 
Of a hundred thousand million 
Flitting shadows, with a billion 
Silken rays of silver light 
Mixed and mingling, sits a maiden 
Near her window lattice, laden 
With a sorrow; and her finger 
Pressed upon her brow doth linger, 
As she looks out on the night. 

Two large streams of tears are stealing 
From the fountains of her feeling 
Down her pallid cheeks, revealing 
Anguish working in her mind : — 
Still she gazes on the shadows. 
Dreaming on the lap of meadows, 
Where the spring in scented showers 
Has already rained the flowers — 

Where the odour weds the wind. 

• 

In her chamber window gleaming, 
On her raven tresses beaming, 
10 
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O'er her passionate features streaming, 
Comes the moonlight from above. 
Her impassioned heart is yearning, 
And her feverish soul is burning; 
Hope has fled on frighted pinion, 
Leaving her to the dominion 
Of her bitter grief and love. 

And she thus begins her grieving: — 
He is gone to heaven leaving 
My frail bark at sea, where heaving, 
Mountain billows round me sweep : 
I have nothing steadfast left me; 
Even the floating oars are reft me. 
Here within this gloomy gurges 
Of the stormy ocean surges. 
In this whirlpool of the deep. 

We have long loved one another, 
I have loved him more* than brother, 
He has loved me as no other — 
But, alas ! he now is dead ! 
My poor soul for ever sighing, 
Will lament his early dying : 
Nothing now will ever cheer me, 
Nothing more can e'er endear me, 
All my earthly peace has fled. 

While he lingered in Death's valley. 
Robbed of all that hope could rally, • 
He was heard to cry — " Eukalle ! 
I still love you, though you hate." 
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And these words instilled the anguish 
Which now makes my spirit languish, 
Makes my heart an isle volcanic, 
Makes my hot brain almost frantic, 
But they came to me too late. 

Had I only sooner heard them, 
Had I e'en in fancy feared them, 
I had gone, (though demons snared them,) 
Over forest, mount and sea; 
Over every desert dreary. 
Over every country, weary. 
Wandering with the restless gipsy. 
From the Po to Mississippi, 
To regain my love to n\e. 

Oh ! that I could go unto him. 
And reveal my aching bosom. 
And with words of music, woo him 
To believe my innocence ! 
Happy days and sunny hours 
Pearling over me in showers. 
Precious, heaven-breathing, odour 
From the spirit-country's border. 
Then would be my recompense. 

But he lingered broken-hearted 
One brief moon, and then departed 
From among us, as if started 
On some lonely exile tour; 
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Wide the vale, and deep the river 
Where his bark is wrecked for ever; 
I might roam the wide world over, 
But would find my girlhood's lover 
Never, never, nevermore ! 

Now my soul is dead within me, 
Naught again can ever win me 
From the anguish which has slain me, 
And my earthly peace for aye. 
Farewell, visions bright as fleeting! 
Grief, to thee a friendly greeting I — 
Oh! for tears to quench this yearning, 
While I then should calm the burning, 
I would weep my life away. 
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>VHOSE MATE WAS SHOT NEAR MY ROOM THIS MORNING. 



Poor, little, lonesome thing, 
That callest for thy fallen mate in vain; 

That dost so sweetly sing, 
And yet a sadness lingers in the strain ! 

Is thy heart broken, — is 
Thy tiny breast inhabited by wo? 

Is there no genial bliss 
Remaining for thy life-time here below ? 

Thus early in the spring, 
Thy sister songster has been forced away ; 

And canst thou sweetly sing 
Thy happy notes of yesterday to-day ? 

No ! no ! thy lays must be 
Deep-fraught with sadness ; every heart-wrung tone, 

That from thy throat greets me. 
Bespeaks a sorrow yesterday unknown. ^1^1)^/^ 
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Or is it joy or grief 
That swells thy bosom ?— dost expect thy mate 

To come again ? Ah ! brief 
Are the best joys that beautify this state ! 

Cruel ! he had no heart 
Who interrupted, little bird, the stream 

Of thy love ! He will start 
Sometime, remorseful, from his heartless dream; 

And wake to weep a flood 
Of sorrowful and penitential tears ! — 

Oh wretch ! to spill the blood 
Of a wee thing so full of youthful years ! 

So full of life, now dead. 
And thou a mourner left the woods to roam 

Alone ! Thy peace has fled, 
Thy home is lost — come, make my breast thy home I 

My throbbing, aching breast — 
Repository of a deeper grief — 

From which has flown the rest 
Of youthful bliss and hope, as frail as brief; 

And brief as beautiful, 
And beautiful as is the hope that they 

Will come again to lull 
The restless spirit with a peaceful lay ! 

Come, little birdlet, here. 
And I will be thy brother in distress, 
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And — if to thee 'tis dear — 
My tears shall flow to soothe thy loneliness. 

Or perched upon that tree, 
Hidden from all, thy melting sorrow trill, 

And I will doubly be 
Alone, and wedded to my sadness still. 

April 28, 1857. 
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Beneath this rude unsculptured stone, 
Unnoticed by th9 common eye, 

By torch-light we have buried one 
Whose name should be — Fidelity. 

Young, active, beautiful and bright. 
In every movement lingered grace ; 

And from her eye there beamed a light 
That shone from Friendship's dwelling place. 

A faithful friend we bury here- 



Yes ! Delia was a faithful friend : — 
This stone will tell the traveller, 
That Truth we even in dogs commend. 
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When the winter leaves the earth, 
And the spring comes o'er the lea, 

And the roses spring to birth — 
Oh ! then remember me. 

When the stars have fled the sky, 
And the night flees land and sea, 

And Aurora opes her eye, — 
Oh ! then remember me. 

When the time is sweet and bright. 
And the heart is full of glee, 

And the soul is bathed in light, — 
Oh ! then remember me. 

And, Oh ! if the cruel dart 

Of anguish pierces thee. 
It will wound another heart, — 

Oh ! then remember me ! 
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Farewell, a long and sad farewell, 

To thee, my early friend ! — 
What harp, the myriad pangs can tell. 

That with that one word blend ? 

The muse that sang of "Sunny Eye," 
Is tuneless now in death ; 
" Life's parting Hour," alas ! we sigh, 
Returns with every breath. 

Sweet nightingale ! and must we weep 

To hear thy song no more ? 
That song which loved the sky and deep, 

The mountain and the shore. 

Like some young deer of those free hills, 

His feet so oft have prest. 
When sporting in the woods and rills 

Of his own wild, native west; 

Which one short summer browsed the herb, 
And sipt the silver tide. 



ON THE DEATH OF A YOUNG POET. 115 

Then felt the Indian's poisoned barb, 
Within its tender side : — 

By Death's winged arrow pierced, he lies 

All pulseless now and low : — 
Alas! these unavailing cries; 

Alas ! this hopeless wo ! 

Green be the grasses of the west, 

Young friend, above thy grave ; 
And softly sweet thiy early rest 

As sleep the storied brave ! 

Oh ! rear to " Filius Doloris' '^ praise 

A towering monument. 
To tell to distant, future days. 

Where fame with dust was blent! 

But we whose souls he set on fire. 

Need no remembrancer; 
For the wild sweetness of his lyre 

His name is treasured here. 
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A SAINTED form left paradise 
Where she ten years had been, 
And flew through dark tempestuous skies, 
And rested on a craggy steep, 
That overlooked the roaring deep 
And hemmed the city in. 

Then down a slippery path she sped, 
And through a marshy street. 
Which miles of weary distance led 
Unto the ever-heaving main. 
Through bitter cold, and piercing rain. 
And frozen mud and sleet. 

High turrets, carved in antique style, 

On either side arose. 
And idols grim, without a smile, 
From lofty temples frowned beneath. 
And goddesses with flaming breath 

Lit up the torch of woes. 
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The sainted mother walked — her wings 

Were stiff with freezing rain — 
Through that drear seat where viper-stings 
Are death, and felt a shadow rest 
Like lead upon her snowy breast — 

The sense of coming pain. 

A son had blessed her nuptial bed — 

A child of eagle eye, 
Whose tameless mountain spirit led, 
Through peerless realms from star to star. 
In winged visions borne afar. 

Its journey through the sky. 

But guilt had tamed that eagle eye. 

And sin had racked that form; 
And there he lay beneath that sky 
Of leaden clouds and chilling rain, — 
While feverish madness burnt his brain, — 

Congenial to the storm. 

The saint bent o'er him, as he lay 

All desolately there. 
And saw the pale unsteady ray 
Of reason flicker to and fro — 
Saw on his face the seal of wo — 

Then wiped a falling tear. 

Then, with a sad heart-rending groan. 
She journeyed towards the sea, 
11 
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When lo ! another erring one 
Looked from a dimly lighted room ; — 
She seemed to love the tempest's gloom, 
Such was her misery. 

She once had been a rosy girl, 
Wild, gleeful, innocent; 
And witching grace in every curl, 
That floated loosely o'er her brow. 
Spoke of the light within — ^but, now, 

Those rose-hues came and went: 

Distraction lurked within her eyes. 
Despair sat on her face, 
Where fed the worm that never dies; 
She spoke — ^her voice was wild and weak. 
She sighed — it seemed her heart would break- 
Remorse's dwelling-place ! 

Heart-broken, now, the mother saint! — 
Oh ! rude such sorrows be ! — 

She uttered one low desolate plaint, 

As if her soul was with it blent; 

Then folded up her wings and went. 
And plunged into the sea. 
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While otliers claim this heart of mine, 
As fervent friendship asks of me, * 

My love, dear Lillia, shall be thine, 
My soul belongs to only thee. 

I stand amid the tender light 

Which Cynthia streams upon my head; 
See! hazy clouds obscure the night. 

And from the skies the stars have fled. 

So friends, like stars, havo flown away. 
And left me to detraction's scath ; 

But thou hast shone, with lunar ray. 
Serenely, sweetly, on my path. 

Then time my epitaph ma.y write 
In deepening lines upon my face, 

That tell a tale of grief and blight — 
My love he never can eflface. 

Say, when the bright and fleeting blooms^ 
Which boyhood's spring-time 3delds^ depart^ 
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And joy which every hue assumes 
Is plundered from the weary heart; — 

Will love decay, when hope's desire 
Has fled the soul, and wild despair, 

In lettered marks of wasting fire, 
Has burnt his hideous image there ? 

Long years may dim Affection's trace. 
Like thoughts that soften in a dream; 

But time itself can ne'er efface 

Love's hues in cold oblivion's stream. 

That form, with graceful beauty fraught. 
Will still its power to charm retain ; 

That face all pale with lofty thought. 
Has stamped thine image on my brain. 

And wilt not thou, endearing girl ! 

Such love for me still cherish, too? 
Be change the motto of the world — 

I feel — I know, that thou art true. 

Then whether winter's dull-eyed star, 
Or summer's planet, o'er me shine, 

I'll never wage with fate a war. 
Since Lillia is forever mine. 
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A WARM-HEARTED AND AFFECTIONATE LITTLE GIRL, SIX 

YEARS OLD. 



I WOULD this world were always mild, 
Without detraction's withering ray; 

Then all my fears for thee, sweet child, 
Would take them wings and fly away. 

Now on thy face bright Innocence 
In youth and beauty sits serene. 

And joy throws o'er thy soul a trance 
Too Eden-like to last, I ween. 

Distrust stains not that brow of snow ; 
Love floats within that liquid gaze; 

And faith that lusters all below 
Adds sweetness to that sinless face. 

I know thy meek submissive heart — 

How yields thy soul its wealth of trust; — 

And, oh ! may no vile scorpion start, 

From snaky crawling in the dust, 

11* 




122 COLLEGE POEMS. 

To sting to death thy peace, sweet child ! 
Alas ! I fear me for thy bliss : — 

Thou art too tender, pure and mild. 
For such a heartless world as this. 

But oh ! if cold and cheerless grief 
Distract thy heart in coming years. 

Think — if the thought will bring relief — 
Thou hast my sympathy, love and tears ! 

Think o'er me thou hast thrown a chain, 
Will bind my heart fore'er to thee ! 

Time's rude endeavours will be vain 
Thine image, child! to snatch from me. 
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Dear girl ! in summer's emerald bower, 
While Luna shed her sweetest ray, 
Once, arm in arm, we walked an hour, 
And loved that swift-winged hour away. 

At least I loved those witching eyes, • 
Which sent in every thrilling glance 
A light that e'er the tongue defies. 
Yet 4aps us in the sweetest trance.' 

And when those lips of tuberose 
Were parted for the stream of thought — 
I love the moon's serene repose. 
But then ^pale Cynthia' was forgot. 

The white-robed earth, the spangled sky. 
Unheeded lay around, above ; 
My soul forgot reality, 
It only dreamed of youth and love. 

I longed to clasp thy lily hand, 
And whisper passion's soul to thine; 
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It seems to wait thy voice again, 
With wistful eagerness. 

Oh ! touch that witching chord again 

My soul begins to sink; 
And there is power in that sweet strain 

To make me cease to think. 



i 
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The flowers, when morning kisses them with dews, 
Return the ofiering of their sweet perfume; — 
Water the bouquet scenting now thy room, 
And it will smile, as the soft spray imbues 
Each leaf and flower which may be clustered in't, 
With a more lovely and diviner tint; 
So would my soul reflect the genial beam 
Of Friendship, streaming from its fount of love — 
Thy peerless soul — thou gently winning dove ! 
A many-coloured, rosy-wingdd gleam. 
Shine in my being, and let Memory, 
Gathering thine image — like the mind its thought — 
Become a mirror, where thy soul may be 
In every lineament and feature caught ! 
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The spell divine of beauty that enfolds thee, 
Like rose-light o'er a sunset cloud — the grace 
Exquisite in thy form — the eloquent face 
That wins to worship whosoe'er beholds thee : — 
These, nor thy fairy tresses, nor thy voice, 
Sweet as the rippling of the starlit rills, 
That break the silence of nymph-haunted hills, 
Nor even thy smile of gladness could rejoice 
That broken, chordless, toneless lute, my heart. 
But when I knew thee, and could see enshrined 
Within that shape of loveliness, a mind 
Shedding around thee a perpetual youth • 
Of purity, sweet innocence, and truth ; 
Then was my soul near heaven, of which thou art, 
Even while on earth with us, a bright immortal part. 

* This sonnet was written very early in youth, before the author knew 
how many lines constituted an artistic Sonnet. 



SONNETS- ETC. 129 



soiririis, 



WRITTEN ON THE OCCASION OP A VISIT TO "OAKSLEY 



A wreath for the brow of " GomeUle'' 

I. 

The life of life, the heart of heart, the soul 

Of soul, is love. Oh! blessed "Oaksley Farm," 

Where every flower and leaf wears its own charm. 

And sunny faces o'er the spirit roll 

The tide of song, sweet as the "murmuring sea," 

Breathed in the Zephyr's bosom, unto thee 

My spirit's eye turns its rapt gaze to night; 

And I see five fair forms move in the ring 

Of bevied angels, whom my stars did bring. 

When they dropt gloriously their silver light 

Upon my path. Sweet Cora, Mary, Lissa, 

Laura, and thou bright one among the rest. 

Too dear to name, but with one word, aoul-aister! 

My life and heart and aotd, ye have so blest! 
12 
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The Old Fort* frowns from out its spring-green 
bowers, 
The tell-tale of our Hero-age — and there 
We spent an hour in running every where, 
To gather cedars and fresh-opening flowers — 
That of eternal, these the types of love 
Fresh-opening in the soul, or from above 
Dropt from the wing of Zephyr. In our glee 
We then went home to thee, blest "Oaksley Farm!"* 
And thou, brave Greene ! who battled' st with the storm, 
Whose lightnings smote our Heroes, few but free. 
Wast honoured then with garlands. God-like love 
Won thee to beard fierce Danger in his den. 
So we crowned one whose soul is from above, 
A queen, to honour thee, beloved of men. 

III. 

Soft music floated on the twilight air. 
And the clouds caught its living harmonies, 
And my soul drank these bubbling sonnets there 
As they gushed from th' fount of Zephyrs. In the sea 
Of life there was no Maelstrom then for me. 
Sweet as the beam of the young heart in the eye, 
Was the beam which came from my soul's most hidden 

heart 
To my soul's own eye. This music was a part 
Of my inner-being, flung into the sky, 

• Cambridge — Ninety-Six, a place well worthy of record on the proudest 
i p&ge of our history. The visit was in May. * 
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And o'er the hushed zephyr — hushed to hear the strain. 
With thoughts that came o'er my warm soul, like birds 
Which yearly come and go across the main, 
I sat and listened to the sounds and words. 

IV. 

We parted with a dewy smile in the eye. 
And on the lip, like those who meet again ; 
The rainbow on the storm-cloud when the rain 
In luscious pearling showers has gone by; 
As I have seen the new moon's fleaky beams 
Peep through a lattice work- of clouds — as dreams 
Peer through dim sleep — and seem by the incision 
Of netted clouds to be so many stars : 
So we, a moon behind the latticed bars, 
Became a group of separate stars. One is gone 
To dance among the zephyrs of the mountains — 
To join the sylphs and naiads in their plays — 
And sip from Memory's holy "siller" fountains 
The joys which bubble up from these bright days. 

V. 

Even as the luscious perfume of these flowers 
Steals through my room, and fills the ravished air 
With scents as grateful, as the rose is fair; 
As vivifying as sweet April showers, 
Flung down upon the happy fluttering wing 
Of joyous birds in early blooming spring: — 
So, Lady, is thy friendship unto me 
A spirit-filling odour, through my mind 
Soft-running, as a fairy-footed wind 
tJomes from the summer tropics o'er the sea 
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To dance to its own music through the woods ; 
To kiss the sleeping flowers to life again, 
And stir the deep unmeasured solitudes, 
With its own rapturous, heaven-breathing strain. 

VI. 

My heart has lost its sadness, and mine eye 
Has risen from its slumbers, and my soul-wing 
Has spread above the never-silent rolling 
Of sorrow's sea to tremble in the sky. 
Or sleep in heaven, like a cloud whose breast 
Has lost its lightnings, thunders — all in rest. 
And all the spirits of the milky ether, 
And all the shell-encircled nymphs of ocean, 
And all the elfins of the heart's emotion, , 
Up-bear my soul-wing, as an eaglet's feather " 
Which the winds lift from Jura to the sky. 
But one whose love in youth to me was given 
To halo every star of memory, 
My guardian Zephyr, wafts my soul in heaven. 

VII. 

Oh ! let me worship but once more ! Oh, no ! 
Take not the riches of my soul to pay 
The purchase of a wo bought every day — 
Forgetfulness ! deepest, blackest wo ! 
For who would lose these thoughts which wander back 
Along youth's flowery odour-haunted track? 
As, when a swift-winged vessel skims the sea, 
The eager waves pursue it as it flies. 
Sped onward by light winds and prosperous skies ; 
WEven so the crested waves of memory 
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Pursue my soul-bark : — while my love to me 
Is a sweet Zephyr, springing from t];ie west 
Across the halcyon, mermaid-charmed sea, 
To speed my vessel in the haven of rest. 

VIII. 

Hast thou not heard at night the distant fall 
Of sleepless waters come enchantingly 
Along the breeze? Does it not seem to thee 
That in their never-ceasing music-call, 
There is a water-spirit such as makes 
The quiet beauty of still summer lakes? 
These waters tell me that the earth is full 
Of poetry and sunshine, dews and flowers. 
The soul-beguiling spirits of her bowers. 
Filling the heart with their ethereal lull. 
It must be heaven is a place where they 
People the mind with beings all as bright 
As yonder glorious star that heralds d{iy. 
Or yon new moon just ushering in the night. 



THE END. 
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